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Come on, man! Cheer up! 


Euronymous was too tired to throw the comeback party that day, so he decided he'd have it on the following 


one. 


After chit-chatting for some minutes, the circle split until the next aevening, when they'd be partying in 
Helvete. Necrobutcher left with his girlfriend, Hellhammer went to drink with random members of the circle, 


Euronymous chose to spend the rest of the day with Ida and, of course, Dead held on to his two buddies. 


Fenriz hadn't even greeted him. It was obvious he didn't like the vocalist that much. The feeling was mutual, 


though. Somehow, it was good that they didn't talk, because they didn't have to act friendly towards eachother. 


However, that was a big disappointment to Torben. The brunette promised him he'd quit all the drama with 
Kaikko and congratulate their friend. 


The 3 remained together until some time after midnight, but didn't get drunk. Instead, they had a good time 
and shared memories of what happened with each of them during the past month. 


While Torben headed to his home, Kaikko left for Dead's cottage in the woods. 


"My mom's leaving tomorrow. She's going back to Finland for the holiday", the girl informed while they were 
waiting for the bus to Krékstad, "So we can stay at mine's until it's over. Whatcha think?" 


"Sure", he muttered. 
The girl was pretty displeased by the answer. She expected more enthusiasm from him. 
Those were the last things they said to eachother until they reached their destination. 


Dead's mood seemed to have changed radically out of the blue. Or maybe he was only acting happy so Torben 
wouldn't feel uneasy around him. 


On the way to the cabin, the girl dared to state something she wanted to eversince he first approached them: 
"Man, you stink like a fucking graveyard! You really need to bathe when we get to the house." 


Sadly, he was not at all amused by her remark, "I'd like to see you bathe when your hands feel like your flesh 
is fucking falling off. They hurt even when I'm not fucking doing anything. So you want me clean, you gotta help 


me. 
"But Im not giving you a handjob under the water with the excuse that I'm washing your dick" 

"Could you not?", he spat, glaring, 

The two walked in silence until they arrived at the house. Once there, the vocalist entered the bathroom 
turbed the tap on and undressed. He then told her she could come in when he was in the water-filled tub. 


Surprisingly, he didn't have to bathe in liquid ice. There still was warm water. 


Kaikko didn't have to worry about looking down, as the water was no longer clear. Damn, he must have had a 


thick layer of dirt covering him. 
The girl washed his hair with the little bit of remaining shampoo, then his back When it came to his arms, 
things got more complicated. He winced in pain every time the soap touched his damaged skin and the torture 


continued when the water rinsed it off. 


The rest of his body was his duty to wash. His friend patiently waited outside of the bathroom until he allowed 


her to enter again, having a towel wrapped around his waist. 


Before drying his hair, the girl thought it would be a good idea to of bandage his arms, so she put gauze on 


two pieces of cloth and wrapped them around the damaged area. 


"Ow, hey, stop!", the vocalist whined. 


‘lm only helping", she shot back. 

Afterwards, they went downstairs to dry his hair. The girl plugged the dryer in and started running a hand 
through his locks, while the other one was holding the device near his head. It didn't take more than a few 
minutes to get his hair dry. Then, he got dressed. 

"Tell me what's wrong.", she pleaded, hugging him fom behind and resting her chin on his shoulder. 

"Doesn'm matter", he muttered. 

"Course it does. What happened?" 


"Nothing important." 


Kaikko's patience was slowly coming to an end. Dead seemed to be testing how much she was going to keep 
begging him to talk to her until she'd give up. Well, she was close. 


"Oh, come on, man! The fuck isn't right?", the girl insisted, "Did something on the tour not go as planned or 
what?" 


The vocist seemed to lose it when he heard the word ‘tour’. Fit of anger incoming in 3, 2, I. 
"Is that all you people fucking care about now?", he roared, "Fuck you!" 


"Hey, calm the fuck downl", she also yelled, "Is it my fault that you're acting like it's the time of the month or 


what?!" 


The vocalist turned his head away from her and took a deep breath, making her understand he didn't feel like 


talking. However, that was a bad move. 
"Fine then", Kaikko spat, "Call me when you're better." 


Those having spoke, she rose up from the couch and headed to the exit door, not wanting to see if he'd call 
her back, but actually intending to leave. 


"Hey, where the fuck are you going?", he called, but received no answer. 
Quickly, he stood up, dashed to the door and shut it before she could open it properly. 
"You can't just fucking leavel", he somewhat commanded. 


"Why not?", the girl questioned, even though she didn't really care about what he was going to say. 


Dead's lower lip started to tremble and he blinked a few times to stop his eyes from getting watery. Be was 
obviously on the verge of breaking down and Kaikko began to regret how she had acted a few moments ago. 


It took him a few seconds to cool down enough to answer, "Cause | didn't fucking count the days until we meet 


again so that you get angry and leave!" 


Then, he started to cry. He was sobbing loudly, tears were streaming down his face and his hands were 
shaking. Immediately, Kaikko took him by both arms and sat him back down on the couch, then took a seat on 
the coffee table. The Swede knew she was going to insist that he should tell her what the problem was. 


"No, it wasn't the tour itself", he explained, "It was the band. | mean, why the fuck do they still keep me if I'm 
such a worthless piece of shit to them?! If a show went ok, then ‘it ain't because of you Dead, it would have 
gone even better without you’. But if it didn’t, ‘fuck yoy, you never do anything right! And shit like that, 
y'know? I'm fucking sick of it!" 


At this point, he was curled up into a ball and crying on his knees. The redhead leaned forward and put her 


forehead in the same spot, her hands were carressing his hair. 


"You're not a worthless piece of shit", she assured, "Nobody would know shit about Mayhem if it weren't for 
your corpse paint and pig heads and all the crazy shit you put up for the show." 


She wasn't sure if he felt better after hearing that, because he was still crying. But there wasn't anything 
else to be said All she was going to do to calm him down was to hug him and keep playing with his hair. 


There's a new kid in the circle. 


Author's Notes: 

This is the ‘full version of "The Outcasts". Got the idea of writing a complete story based on that piece of 
fiction a few days ago and yeah.. here it is! 

By the way, everything in here is fictional and has nothing to do with the actual histlry of the band. 


*disclaimer* This is all fiction and has nothing to do with the lives of the mention personas. No disrespect is 


intended towards anybody. 
*disclaimer x2* | had to change some information here and there because of the new submission rules. No big 


change, though. 


"You go this way, straight forward, until you reach a tunnel. That tunnel is under the railway. You cross it. 
Then you go straight forward again. At some pint, you'll reach a supermarket. Near it, there are two streets: 


one goes to the right and one to the left. The one which goes to the left is Schweigaars Gate." 
She nodded, showing that she understood the instructions, "Thank youl" 
The stranger smiled and spoke, "I'm glad | could help you, little one." 


They departed. The unknown young woman headed to whatever she had planned and the girl started going the 
way she had been instructed to go. 


There weren't many people at the train station, which she found strange. Usually, train stations are full, no 


matter where or when. At least, thats how she imagined them. 


There were no trains on the railways either, aside from two which were not moving. She could just cross 
them instead of going through that tunnel. It stank worse than a public toilet and the stairs looked like one had 
to be careful when walking on them. But then again, trains were fast and she couldn't be sure that none was 


going to hit her if she went on the railway. She sighed. 


After crossing the tunnel under the railway, she stopped walking to remember the directions: to go straight 


forward until | reach a supermarket. 
She resumed her walk. 


Not many were walking along with her, but those who did, had friends with them. She didn’t. Not yet at least. 


The only friend she had in Oslo was Ida, who wasn't really giving her much attention anymore. 


Gotta make friends, she thought. 


She finally reached the supermarket, where there were those streets. In the corner of one from the left, 


there was a sign with its name, ‘Schweigaars Gate’. 

The building with a ‘56' on it was the destination. It wasn't hard to find at all. 

Its entire ground floor looked like a future record shop. A counter was facing the door from a rather small 
distance, the walls were black and the only furniture pieces aside of the counter were a large black couch and 
a table which were located in a more secluded area of the place. 

There were two doors: one lead to the basement and one to the first floor. She climbed the stairs up to the 
first floor. There was a hall with one single door in the middle of it. The girl knocked. Soon enough, a man 
opened the door. He looked like he was in his early twenties, was not short but not that tall either, had raven 
black locks, which weren't natural since the roots were blond, and a bit of facial hair was showing. 


"Who the fuck are you?", he inquired. 


"Uhm..", she was playing with a strand of her hair and attentively examining it to avoid looking into his eyes, 


"Ida told me to come here when school's over. Is she here?" 


The stranger smirked. He was slightly amused. If it was the weird accent, or the stuttering that amused him, 
that was unknown. Still, he let her enter the apartment. 


"Idal", he called, "Someone's looking for you." 
"Coming!", a girly voice called back from another room. 


Said Ida showed up in the living room, not exactly curious about who wanted to meet her, because she already 


knew about her. 
She rushed to the smaller female and hugged her happily. The little one returned the gesture. 
"So yeah, | gotta introduce you guys to eachother, Ida eventually spoke. 


"This is Aarseth, but he doesn't really like beinh called by his family name, so call him Øystein", she explained, 
pointing to the man. 


"Euronymous, please", Øystein corrected. 
"Aarseth, meet Kaikko. She goes by ‘Wrath’, though, so don't call her by her real name or you may get a slap.’, 


Ida giggled at the last part of the introduction and her friend smiled, "This is my best friend from Finland, the 


one | told you so much about. It won't be a problem if she starts hanging with us, right?" 


‘Sure.", Euronymous approved nonchalantly while studying the girl. 

He was quite disappointed in her looks. After seeing the basically perfect Ida with wavy blond locks, very prrtty 
face and a well toned, hot body, he imagined all her girl friends were at least as pretty. This one was.. well.. not 
what he had expected. 

First of all, Kaikko was a kid, around lb or IT, closer to I7. About her body.. she was skinny. Very skinny. As 
skinny as Dead. He couldn't quite see her figure because of the oversized Celtic Frost hoodie that was covering 


it. But he could see the legs were so thin that they had a gap petween them as she was wearing skinnies. 


The other massive flaw was her face. Maybe it looked okay naturally, but the failed attemt of makeup made 


her look similar to a zombie. Then, there was the silver ring right in the middle of her lip. No, just no. 

But the freakiest thing about her was the hair. It was waist long and so messy, that one would she hadn't 
combed it in years! Also, it had layers. The long ones were raven black and the shorter ones were between 
white and silver. 

The guitarist couldn't say he was disgusted about her, but he clearly didn't like her looks at all. 

"So you're into black metal, | see", he remarked. 

Kaikko nodded, 

"Have you heard of Mayhem?" 

"No, not really." 

"Well, that's my band. And we're the evilest, most brutal group of people alive." 

The girl sent him a look of admiration and smiled, "That sounds cool!" 

"It is. You should listen to us sometime." 


"| guess." 


Ida smiled to herself, trying to hold in the laughter. She was sure that the first things he'd talk about were 
black metal and Mayhem. Also, she was sure that he didn't want to hear anything about her like how was 
Finland, why she came to Norway, her hobbies, general things. 


He was acting like a child sometimes. Those were the ones had the tendency to talk about themselves only and 
not care about the other people taking part in the conversation, because they were used to getting the entire 


attention. That amused her. 


"Anyway, when are we gonna decorate the shop?", the older girl eventually asked. 

"During the weekend", Euronymous explained, "Necro and Hellhamer won't be around until Saturday and you 
know you can't rely on Dead. Besides, Varg will be able to make it too then and he promised he'd bring some 
items." 


"Aw, Dead's not that bad" 


‘Oh, really?", he was almost laughing, "When have you seen him do something else than sit alone and draw or 


write?" 

Ida took a few moments to remember when Dead socialized, but realised that the man was right. 

"You've got a point", she admitted. 

"I know. So Wrath's coming along?" 

The blondie looked at her friend and the little one nodded eagerly. 

"Good. See you there." 

The girls got the message that they were not wanted there anymore and left. 

"Hey, where do you live?", Ida wanted to know. 

"Two streets away from my school." 

"Do you remember how to get there?" 

Kaikko nodded. 

"Cool. ‘Cause my house is that way..", the other girl explained, pointing to the street opposite to Schweigaars 
Gate, "And yeah.. but you gave me your number, so I'm gonna call you. | think we'll meet before Saturday as 
well. See yal" 


Those having spoke, the two hugged eachother and started walking down their separate roads. 


The little one was quite disappointed that her friend didn't want to walk her home, but then agaim, maybe she 


was busy. She decided not to jump to conclusions and headed home. 


Wrath, Mayhem. Mayhem, Wrath. 


The girls hadn't talked at all until the following Friday when, apparently, the rest of the band returned to Oslo 

from wherever they had been They agreed that Ida would wait for her best friend after school and they'd go 
to the band house, so that the newby could meet Euronymous' entire band. 

Surprisingly, said ‘band house’ wasn't the soon to be opened shop below the guitarists appartment, but a cabin 
in the forest, outside of the city. Kaikko found that quite exciting. She hadn't visited anybody that wasn't living 
in the city. 


So Friday finally came and the girls went to the older one's place, after the little one had left her school things 
at her home and informed her parents that she was going to spend the weekend at Ida's. They agreed. 


Ida made herself pretty for the meeting, while Kaikko wasn't really concerned about her look 
Later, Euronymous came to take them to the certain cabin in the woods. 


"Hi, Idal", he greeted, then noticed the other girl who was expecting to be greeted as well, but spoke on a more 


nonchalant tone, "Hi, Wrath.. that is the name you go by, am | right?" 

Kaikko nodded. She wasn't really fond of the man. Not because she was jealous of her friend for getting more 
attention from him than her. Not at all. But because he was treating her like he didn't want her to be there: 
not greeting, acting like he forgot her nickname eventhough he obviously knew it. But he clearly didn't like her 


that much either, so it was ok. 


Both, the guitarist and Ida ignored her all the way to their destination. Kaikko didn't get the subject of their 


conversation, but her attention wasn't directed to that anyway. 


It looked like they were flirting. Were they together or was he trying to get with her? The other way round, 


maybe? 
The little one was more curious about Mayhem, or whatever his band was called. How were they like? 
She hoped they were different from Euronymous, otherwise she'd be pretty lonely. 


Around thirty minutes later, they arrived to the cabin It was located near some village named Krakstad, in the 
woods, just as she had been told. 


The lights were on, the band had been waiting for them. 


Euronymous was the first to enter, of course, then Ida and Kaikko. 


Almost all of the glances of the other band members turned to the new face, eyeing her cutiously. Dead didn't 
care for her that much. If she was Ida's friend, she had to be another whore. 


"So, guys, this is the kid | told you about", the guitarist presented, "Meet Wrath." 
"Hil", Necrobutcher and Hellhamer said in unsion, while the vocalist waved shortly. 


"Brat, they're the rest of Mayhem", he explained, pointing to each member, "That's Necrobutcher, next to him 
is Hellhammer and the lonely creep over there is Dead. That's his stagename, by the way. He still lives." 


They resumed the conversations they were having: Ida was flirting with Euronymous and the bassist and the 
drummer continued joking and laughing together. The only ones left alone were the Swede and Kaikko. 


She headed to him to start a small talk. Bands, the weather.. anything would be fine as long as he accepted her. 
"Uhm, hi", she spoke as she sat down on the floor on front of him. 

Dead raised his eyes from the floor to her face. She wasn't ugly, but she was pretty far away from being as 
beautiful as her friend. Also, she looked a lot younger. How old was she anyway? lb-11? One thing was for sure, 
she had no talent in makeup or hairstyling. 

"Hey", he eventually responded. 

"Why are you sitting here alone?" 

"| don't like them." 

"Are they that bad?" 

He shrugged, "Don't know. | just don't like them." 

"0k?" 

He drew his entire attention back to the floor and started playing with the corner of the carpet. Eager to keep 
their interaction going, the girl tried to get a hold of it too. However, the vocalist wasn't that happy about his 
new companion. 

"Stop that!", he complained. 


"But what have | done?" 


"You're annoying me. Leave me alone." 


Kaikko quickly got up and went over to the two other men, hoping one of them would notice her and would be 
willing to have a small chat with her. 


The first one to do so was Necrobutcher. 

"Don't waste your time on him. He doesn't like people in general", he assured. 

"| guess..", she mused, nodding. 

‘| like your accent", the drummer mixed in, "You're not Swedish or Norwegian, are ya?" 
"Nope", the girl confirmed, "I'm from Finland." 


"That's cool! What's it like there? What brought you here? How did you become so close to Ida? Do you like 


Norway so far?" 

The other man laughed at his friend's eagerness to know her. 

"Well, Finland is pretty similar to Norway. | think the only difference is the language. It was ok Mom took me 
here ‘cause she thinks Norway has much more to offer than our home. Me and Ida have always been friends, 
because of our families. They're close friends since.. well, forever. Yeah, | guess | like it" 


Kaikko liked the two. They were nice people. 


Maybe she wasn't going to be lonely after all 


Decorating gone wrong. 


They all met the following day at around |2 to decorate Euronymous' future shop. 


‘lm gonna call it Helvete.", he stated, proud, "That means ‘hell in Norwegian, in case you dodn't know that, 


Wrath." 


The last sentence was spoken in a superior tone. Also, he said ‘hell’ in English to emphasize the fact that he 
was explaining her the meaning of the word. 


‘I've been speaking Norwegian enough to know that ‘Helvete' means, in case you didn't know that, Euronymous.’, 
Kaikko countered on the same taunting tone the man had used. 


Ida giggled at the response while Necrobutcher and Hellhamer bro-fisted her. Dead didn't react. However, he 
expected her to shut up and praise his knowledge. That's what other people would have done in that situation 


If one didn't know Øystein, they'd see him rather fierce, a person you didn't want to get in trouble with. One 
had to spend some time with him to realise he was a dog that barks, but doesn't bite. 


"Anyway..", the guitarist spoke, rather irritated by his new companion's guts, but not wanting to argue with 
her any further because he knew better than to disagree with kids, "The shop has to be based on our image: 
Evil. It has to scare away the posers and unwanted people in there. It should be a place only for the true 


blackers, like us. It has to sell only works of musicians who deserve to be promoted by us!" 


A whole motivational speech about the soon to be Helvete followed. The bassist and drummer pretended to be 
amazed to boost their friend's self esteem, the vocalist remained silent as always, Ida spoke a few false 


praises and Kaikko rolled her eyes. 
To her, this man was very closed-minded for only agreeing to let a certain kind of customers enter the future 
shop and irrealistic for thinking it will run well if he wouldn't change his opinion. There weren't many people who 


shared his extreme ideas, only few in fact, and those few people weren't the best source of money. On the 


other hand, he'd earn more off it if he let less extreme people check their muaic out. 
He'll find out on his own, she thought. 


A boy who was unknown to the smaller girl joined them in the action of decorating the place. He was tall and 


pretty well built, had long, chocolate hair and hazel eyes and a small scar on his chin was showing. 


The guitarist was the first one to greet him of course. The stranger shook hands with him, then with the 
other members, gave the older girl a hug and stopped in front of the little one. 


"Who are you?", he wanted to know. 


"Wrath", Kaikko introduced herself, reaching him a hand to shake. 
"Varg", he responded and shook it. 


Of course, Byestein had to mix in, "You might have a hard time understanding her, as she's Finnish, but she 


speaks Norwegian quite well” 


Those having spoke, he turned around and headed for the boxes Varg had brought to examine the things thay 


were in them and decide if they were the decorations he was in need of or not 

"| kinda figured she's.. different", the boy admitted and followed him 

As she was sure that neither of them was looking, Kaikko raosed her two middle fingers. Assholes! 

Each of them got something to do: Jørn, Jan and Varg had to put the shelves where the records were going 
to be displayed in the right place, Ida had to stick posters to the walls, Kaikko had to hang torches, the 


vocalists responsability was to stay away and not screw up and Euronymous was the one to supervise. 


The small girl didn't really understand why he needed torches if he wasn't going to light them up, but decided 
she couldn't care less about it, so she didn't ask. 


The girl had a hard time hanging the torches, as they had to be hung higher than she could reach. First, she 
tried standing on her tiptoes, but she still wasn't high enough. Then, she got the idea of getting a chair and 
standing up on it. However, that didn't work either. 


Suddenly, she heard someone laughing. It was a voice she hadn't heard much. Varg couldn't be responsible of 
the laughter because he was helping the boys move furniture, so that meant it was Dead. 


"| can't believe you're to short to hang torches!", he teased, "You're a dwarf" 
"Well fuck you, mr. Giant", Kaikko retorted. 

The vocalist took his time to calm down and stop laughing, then offered, "Let me help you. 

Glad, she gave him the torch, but he didn't take it. Instead, he bent down and instructed, "Sit on my shoulders’ 
"You sure? | mean, you're very skinny and." 

"Who's talkingl", the man accused, "By the way, | may be skinny, but I'm not weak. Come on!" 


Kaikko did as she was told. He then stood up and she could finally reach the place where she had to hang the 
torch. 


Afterwards, he turned around to take another one and give it to her to hang it. However, he didn't notice that 
one lay on the floor and stepped on it, better said slipped on it, causing him to fall on his back and his 
companion to land in the box full of torches, breaking all of them. 


Hearing the noise, all the other people stopped what they were doing in an instant and headed to the two. 
Everyone except Øystein checked of they didn't get hurt, while he just stood there, clearly angry. 


He yelled, "Wrath, you fucking-" 
"It wasn't her fault", Dead intrerupted him. 
The others looked at him wide-eyed. That was the first time ever they heard him defend someone. 


‘Oh?", Euronymous continued, even more pissed off, "You're standing up for her, how cute! Well, Romeo, why 


don't you take your Juliet by the hand and fuck of fl?" 


The others didn't say anything. They just looked at the two like a class of small children would watch their 
mates get lectured. 


"Fine", Dead eventually said, then put a hand around Kaikko's shoulders and demanded, "Move it" 


A few moments later, they were gone. 


Becoming friends with Dead First step- small talk 


The vocalist banged the door shut after both were outside. 


Kaikko was still surprised about what had just happened. Last night, he told her to leave him alone and a few 


moments earlier, he acted like they were friends! Was this guy bipolar or something? 
| thought you don't like me.", she eventually stated. 


They were sitting on the stairs that led into the shop, at a safe distance from eachother, none of them looking 
at the other one. 


"I don't like people in general, the Swede admitted, "But the motherfucker can't just yell at you for no actual 
reason. | mean, for fuck's sake, he doesn't really need those torches. You can't light ‘em inside the shop unless 
you wanna set it on fire." 

The explanation made it clear for her that his heroic act didn't happen because he loved her that much. 

"You did that because it was Euronymous yelling at me", she accused. 

"Of course.", Dead confessed casually, smiling as if he wanted to laugh. 

He then paused. 


"But | did it for you too", he added. 


The girl smiled, then moved closer to him and leaned her head against his shoulder. He felt uncomfortable with 


that and backed away. Awkward 

She looked at him confused, not understanding what she did wrong. 

"Don't. Just don't", Dead demanded. 

They didn't say anything for a few minutes. Both were sinply staring at the street and the people passing by. 


A few looked at them rather disapprrovingly. She wasn't sure if it was because of their appearance or 


because only homeless people would sit in front of houses like that. 


Every once in a while, they could hear the others talking inside. For the most part, it was Euronymous 
complaining about the shelves being placed wrong and so on. They could also hear the others excuse 
themselves. 


The vocalist rolled his eyes and sighed in irritarion His expression said ‘why the hell would one apologize to 
such a piece of shit? 


Kaikko figured he didn't like his bandmate at all. Hate’ was probably the most suitable word that could describe 
the way he was feeling towards the guitarist. 


That could be called one thing they had in common. She couldn't stand him either. 


Talking about hate, that Varg didn't make a good first impression. So far, he seemed very similar to Øystein. He 
pretty much pushed her aside for no reason back in the shop. Did those two hate different people that much? 


But she wasn't that different from them, aside of the fact that she came fron another country. 


Kaikko eventually got bored. She wanted to ask the weirdo to hang out with her, but had no idea how to do 
that without freaking him out. 


Think, Wrath, think, she told herself. 


In the end, she decided to just go for it. If he agreed, then fine. If not, then she'd have to go home and wait 
for Ida to call her. She wouldn't like that, but it could be her only choice. 


"Would you like to go to mine's until they finish for the day", the girl offered 

Dead looked at her like he didn't understand the question. Awkward, part 2. 

What did she do wrong this time?! 

"Im not going to rape you or kill you, y'know?", she assured. 

"Its not that", he excused himself, "I just never get invited to people's homes. 

"Well, Ive just invited you to mine. Whatcha say?" 

The vocalist nodded, but his expression remained blank. So, he was that kind of person that one could never tell 
if he was happy, sad, angry, bored, afraid or amused. The blark stare was always there, regardless of the 


feelings. 


Silence reigned over them again, until the girl stopped in front of a block of flats. They walked around twenty 


minutes to arrive there. 
Judging by the building's neat walls and unscratched entrance door, it had to be recently built. 


Kaikko opened the door and they entered. The climbed the stairs two storeys, then she stopped in front of a 


door. The number 58 was drawn on it with graffitti spray. That's what the paint looked like to Dead at least. 
He had to admit, that whoever wrote that sucked at handwriting. 
The girl took out a key and started unlocking the door. 


"Are your parents home?", the vocalist wanted to know, not sounding happy about the posibility of meeting 
them. 


"Nah, they won't be here until much later. Why?" 

He shrugged, "| don't wanna cause you trouble" 

"Huh?" 

"You know, stuff like ‘the dude is a bad influence’ or ‘you'd beter stop hanging out with such specimens’ 
Kaikko chuckled and lightly hit his shoulder, "They don't give a single fuck about who Im hanging with: 


The door was finally open. They entered the appartment and she locked the door afterwards. 


Becoming friends with Dead Step 2- things we have in 
common 


The first thing she did after kicking her shoes in a corner of the hallway, of course, was to run to the kitchen 
for the plate of pancakes her mother told her about. Meanwhile, Dead took a sit on the couch and looked at 
the new surroundings briefly. 

Her appartment was not even one bit at all out of the ordinary. It had white walls with a few pictures of her 
family on them, a small coffee table in front of the couch and a TV set in the corner of the room. Also, it 
was warm, clean and cozy. 

The Mayhem house, on the other hand, was a mess for the most part and sometimes, it was just as cold 
inside as it was outside. The gas was ocasionally cut off in their home, because they couldn't afford the taxes. 


Not to mention that living with Euronymous wasn't that much of a joy. 


Eventually, Kaikko returned from the kitchen with the plate full of pancakes with jam in her face. Judging by 
the enthusiastic look on her face, she was very happy about the food. 


She threw herself on the couch, put her feet on the coffee table and started eating. One pancake was gone. 
The girl remembered she hadn't offered any to her guest. 

‘I'm not hungry", the vicalist excused himself as she handed him the plate. 

However, his stomach didn't agree with him. 

"You are.", Kaikko laughed. 

"No, really, I'm fine." 

"Come on, eat one! Don't you like pancakes?" 

"| do but." 

"But don't worry about eating my food, | can make other ones later!" 

Dead figured the little girl wouldn't give up soon and decided to take a pancake. She smiled when he did. 
He had to admit, Kaikko looked like a kindergarden kid when she smiled, because she grinned like one. 


Somewhere deep, very deep, he was happy that he made her smile. It made him proud that someone was 


happy because of him. That meant he wasn't such a horrible being after all 


The pancakes were tasty, by the way. He could see that they were her favourite food, because she obviously 
put much effort in it. 


A few minutes passed in silence again. They only ate. 


It didn't take them much to eat them all. 

The day was far from over and she didn't want to go back to the shop as it was very cold outside. 
"Why is Euronymous such an asshole", she eventually questioned. 

"To you?" 

The girl shrugged, "In general.” 

"I think the image got to him or something. He just wants to prove he's as extreme as he claims to be.” 
"That doesn't give him the right to be an asshole to you." 

The vocalist smiled at her indignation, but it was a sad smile. 

"You're pretty much the only one who's not an asshole to me, Kiddo.", he stated. 

"You think so?" 

The Swede nodded, "I know so. Nobody likes me, I'm weird." 


"l'm weird too, but that still doesn't give others the right to treat me like shit. The same thing applies to you 
Dead." 


Dead smiled. That was maybe the most sincere smile since a long time. The kid was very kind, compared to the 


rest of the circle. 

He didn't even remember the last time someone told him something different from ‘you're wothless' or 
‘nobody likes you' or ‘you should kill yourself. Speaking of memories, he didn't remember the last kind thing 
someone had done for him either. 

"Kiddo?", he eventually called. 


Kaikko turned her head to him, the look on her face was questioning. 


"Can | hug you?", he pleaded. 


"Sure." 


He wrapped his arms around his new friend and pulled her into a hug. The girl was still quite surprised about 


his actions, but didn't complain After all, she didn't get such a chance daily. 
They stayed like that until the phone rang. It was Ida 

"Are you with Dead?", she wanted to know. 

"Yep.", Kaikko answered. 

"Cool. Then you to should quickly come to the shop. Aarseth is angry." 

Thw little girl hung up and explained to Dead what she was told. 

Hearing it, he quickly jumped up. 


The two exited the appartment and hurried where they had been told to go. 


Shit's coming up. 


Before they left, Dead gave her a telephone number, so she could contact him if she wanted to talk to him 
when they weren't together. Afterwards, they ran as fast as they could to Schweigaars Gate. 


At first, Kaikko suggested walking there, but the vocalist told her that she shouldn't keep Euronymous waiting, 


especially when he was angry. One never knew what to expect from him. 

Even though they hurried, it still took them some time to reach theor destination. They arrived at the shop to 
see a fuming guitarist waiting for them outside and the oters were looking at the two like they were trying to 
tell them to pray for the best. 

"You faggot are going back to the house right now! And we're gonna have to talk there.", Euronymous barked. 


"Euronymous what the fu-", the Swede tried to complain, but was cut off. 


"Shut the fuck up! | don't wanna make a scene in front of all these people. If you've got something to say, keep 


that shit for home." 

Not wanting to fuel him any further, Dead stopped talking and started making his way to the woods. 
Necrobutcher thought he could use some comfort and followed him. Kaikko wanted to go too, but Øystein 
stopped her. 

"No, no, no", he protested, "You'll make yourself useful and walk Varg to the train station” 

He then turned to Ida and put an arm around her waist, offering, "Let me keep you warm until you gethome." 
The older girl agreed and they walked away. 


"See ya home, Wrath’, she said, waving. 


The little one stood there for a few moments, refusing to believe that the one who was supposed to be her 


best friend had just left her like what. She was clearly indignated. 


Some seconds later, a slap on her bottom from Varg brought her back to reality. She looked at him with 
disgust and asked him what was the matter. 


"Well are we leaving or not?", he replied with another question 
Kaikko started walking towards the station and he followed her. 


"You're a motherfucking pig, you know that?", she remarked. 


"Ooh, this is a little badass we've got herel", the boy teased. 


She showed him the middle finger, but didn't add anything to the gesture. He definitley was a person she 
wouldn't get along with. 


On the way, Varg tried to begin a conversation with her, but only recieved blunt answers like ‘yeah’, ‘no’, 
‘dunno’, ‘probably’, ‘don't care’ or ‘none of your business’. What was her problem?! Was this kid the second 
Dead or somerhing? 

Kaikko gelt relief when they finally reached the station. She wanted to walk past it, but the guest insisted that 
she should follow him to the train and threatened her that he would tell on her. Sighing in annoyance and 
cursing the man who made her do that, she obeyed. 

The train to Bergen was departing in a few minutes, leaving the two enough time to say their goodbyes. 


The boy bent down so that his face was at the same level with the girl's, inches apart, and demanded, "Aren't 


you gonna kiss me goodbye?" 
"Ewwww, nol", Kaikko protested as she pushed him off. 


Varg slapped her bottom again, then headed to the entrance of the train, but stopped before going in and 


warned, "See you soon Oh, and don't worry, lII make you drop the badass attitide one way or another.” 
"Yeah, sure you will’, she responded while turning around to leave, "Now fuck off already!" 

Back at the Mayhem house, Dead was in trouble with his bandmate. 

"Who the fuck let you wander off to the devil knows where with the little bitchl?", Euronymous roared 
"Who the fuck needs your consent?", the vocalist mumbeled in response. 


"You do. Your position in the band depends on that! Because, remember, I'm the one who runs Mayhem. Not 


Necro, not Hellhamer, ME. | could fire you right now if | wanted tol" 
"Then why don't you do it?" 


"Because your job here isn't done yet. You're supposed to earn us money and fans and you'll stay in the band 


until you fucking do so!" 


The raging guitarist paused his talking to pace back and forth in search of other words. He eventually found 
them. 


"What the fuck were you doing in her appartment, by the way?", he continued, "If you wanted to fuck her that 
bad, you could have fucking brought her here, of course, after telling me you'd fucking go away!" 


Dead blushed in embarassment at the thought of him sleeping with Kaikko. That was wrong! 

"First of all, we didn't do that", he defended himself, "Second, why the fuck do you even care?" 

"Well, | figured she wouldn't wanna get you laid. The kid may be ugly as fucking Bloody Mary, but she has 
standards. Standards that you'll never reach. And why do | care? You're my fucking bandmate and I've gotta 


fucking no where you are. Clear!?" 


The Swede noded, not even caring what he had agreed with and ran to his room, which he locked himself in to 


get away from the guitarist. 


Meanwhile, Kaikko arrived at Ida's home. As she was cold, she went in the kitchen to make herself a hot 


chocolate. 
Ida followed her with no actual purpose of getting something to eat or drink 
She suddenly asked, "So whatcha think about Varg?" 

"Meh.*, the little one amswered, taking a sip of her hot drink 


"Ok, so you don't like him. You do like Dead, though. Otherwise you wouldn't have invited him at yours. Speaking 
of that, what did you guys do?" 


Kaikko realised where her friend was trying to reach, by the suggestive smile playing on her face. 
"It's not that", she assured, chuckling, "We just ate some pancakes." 


The blondie imitated an indignated expression, "Oh! So you wouldn't share pancakes with me for shit, but when 


it comes to a ‘certain someone’, you're fucking inviting him to have some!" 


The little girl burst out into laughter, "Of course." 


Yep, we're friends. 


That night, Kaikko remembered she hadn't planned anything with Dead for the following day. The circle would 
continue decorating the shop for sure and Euronymous didn't look like he was going to let them join again. Not 
that she wanted to anyway. 

She took the paper on which he wrote his number and dialed it. 


A phone ring was heard through the Mayhem house. That was pretty rare, actually. Nobody would call them 
aside of concert bookings, because they didn't hang out with people outside of the circle. 


"Dead, can you answer?", Necrobutcher requested. 


The bassist was sitting on the couch and switching channels randomly. He could have got up and answer 


himself, but was too lazy for it: 

Euronymous had left a while ago. The heaters were broken and they didn't afford to buy new ones and the 
fire from the chimney wasn't helping. Necrobutcher was only enduring the cold because his bandmate was 
getting more and more morbid and someone had to make sure he wouldn't hurt himself. 

"Hello?", the vocalist spoke. 

"Its me", Kaikko's voice responded at the other end. 

"Hi there Kiddo. What's up?" 


"Hey. Wanted to ask, are we gonna go decorating tomorrow." 


"Nol You're out of every activity of the circle for the next 10 years ‘cause you broke all of our master's 


precious torches, you assholel", the vocalist lectured sarcastically. 

They laughed. 

"No, he doesn't want us there unless Varg can't show up.", he then explained, meaning it. 
| hope he's gonna be there then", Kaikko stated 

He chuckled, "So what are we doing tomorrow?" 

"Don't know, show me the surroundings?" 


"Sure. Then meet me at Helvete at 12" 


"Ok. Meetcha there. Bye." 


They hung up. Dead returned to the table in the living room to continue the drawings and ideas for lyrics he 


was working on. 
In the meantime, Necrobutcher moved his attention from the TV series to his bandmate's conversation on the 


telephone. He figured that the call was for him and understood that it was Kaikko on the other end when the 
Swede said ‘Kiddo’. 


It was actually funny that nobody except Euronymous or Ida called her ‘Wrath’. The vocalist was the first to 
give her the new nickname to mock her and soon after him, everyone started calling her that. She minded it at 
first, but got used. 


"So, what's going on between you and Kiddo?", the bassist asked, smirking. 


He noticed his lonely friend was giving the girl surprisingly much attention and was more open to her than to 


the rest. Did he have a crush on her or something? 
"l'm going out with her tomorrow.', Dead answered. 


The bassist smirked again He was about to make a suggestive joke about the ‘friendly’ relationship between the 


two, but his mate already knew it was coming. 

"No, it's not a date", he cut the other one off before he had the chance to open his mouth. 

Necrobutcher raised his hands before his face in a defensive manner. 

The circle started with the decorations at |Othat day, because Ida had to go to university on Monday and she 


needed some time to rest. That made Kaikko happy, because she didn't have to meet Varg or Euronymous and 


talk to them. 


She decided not to wear any makeup that day, as she wouldn't take part in anything where she had to look 
good. 


Dead was surprised about her decision 

"Holy shit", he exclaimed, seeing the difference, "You had another face yesterday!" 

The girl's natural appearance was so different from the one she had when wearing makeup, that it really 
seemed she had another face. Her eyes didn't seem so white now that the contrast with the load of black 


eyeliner and eyeshadow, they were just a lighter shade of grey. Also, they didn't look like she hadn't slept the 


whole week anymore. Her skin wasn't that white anymore as well. She was naturally pretty pale too, but not 


that much. Not to mention she had freckles. As she had covered them until then, he was completely surprised 
to see them. 


"Thanks for pointing out that I'm naturally ugly!", she thanked sarcastically. 


"Hey, | never said that", he corrected, "But so far, I've only seen you with that makeup that makes your face 


look like its fucking rotting." 

Kaikko wasn't sure if she had to laugh at that or whack him for being so rude. 

She ended up going for the first choice, "You could have just said | can't do makeup." 

He laughed for a few moments too, "Don't judge me, lim new to this ‘friends’ shit. | know friends have to be 
honest, but | didn't know you had to put it nice, ok? By the way, maybe you wouldn't be that bad at makeup 
either if you wouldn't fucking paint your face with whatever you use and if you didn't draw your brows with 
the fucking eyeliner, just saying." 


The girl laughed again for a little while. Maybe he was right, she could try something more subtle. 


Dead turned out not to be a very good tour guide, as he didn't know what to show her. He showed her the 
places where he had concerts with Mayhem, then they ended up wandering through lonely streets of the city. 


That evening, before saying their goodbyes, the vocalist offered, "Y'know, Mayhem has a gig in Krakstad on 


Friday. Wanna come?" 
"Sure." 
They then departed. Kaikko was happy that the vocalist felt like he was close enough to her to want her see 


him perform. He saw her as a friend, after all, not as some annoying person that was trying to get things out 


of him. 


Stuff you should know about me. 


The show being only a few days away, Dead had to come to Oslo wether he wanted it or not, for rehearsal. 
However, he wouldn't just go there, practice, swallow every bad thing Euronymous had to say and then go 
home. No, now that he finally head a true friend, someone he really found reliable, he was going to visit her 


after every practoce session, no matter what the guitarist had to complain about. 


They would rehearse a few hours around the morning and their afternoon was free. Then, the guitarist would 
go back to his appartment and negociate with bands about displaying their music in his future shop. Hellhamer 
would go to his girlfriend and Necrobutcher too, but he'd have to return to the Mayhem house afterwards to 
take care of the vocalist. That left Dead a whole afternoon each day to spend with Kaikko. 


He already asked her when school was going to be over to see how much he'd have to wait for her, but, to 


his luck, she'd be free at two o'clock every afternoon 


The girl didn't make any plans with Ida for that week because she was sure the older one was too busy with 
university and her own social life to have time for her too. It wasn't like she minded that, because she enjoyed 


the Swede's company much more. 


She decided to listen to her friend's advice about makeup and changed her mind for something more subtle, a 


cat eye, stopped drawing her eyebrows black and gave up on covering the freckles too. 
The vocalist was pleased with the change. 

"Not bad", he commented, "Better than how you used to paint your face anyway.” 
Kaikko ‘ptf'-ed 


The two spend a few hours together every day of the entire week wandering through the lonely streets of 
Oslo, occasionally going in the forest as well. That gave them the chance to get to know eachother better. 


After a row of pleads, Dead agreed to tell her about his past and how he became the one standing in front of 
her at that moment. He was born in Vesterhaaninge, in the suburbs of Stockholm and had a few silbings and 
halfsilbings. Starting very long ago, he was seen and labeled as strange. The other children would often bully 
him and hit him. Once, when he was around IO, he had an ice skating accident which caused some damage, but 
that wasn't visible until he got beaten by a group of kids not long after that and his spine sprang open. The 
boy was brought to the hospital for treatment and was declared clinically dead, but the medics managed to 
revive him. Later on, he started a band named Morbid, which didn't last very long. After quitting it, he became 
Mayhem's vocalist. He moved to Norway, got to know the other members, regreted doing it, but it was too 


late to turn back. The end. 


"Shit man, that's sad", Kaikko stated. 


‘lm ok with it", the vocalist assured bluntly, "Anyway, what about you?" 

The girl paused for a while to think about what to say, then started, "There's not much to say." 

Her father was an alcoholic and cheated on her mother with a lot of different women. She wasn't allowed to 
tell that, if she knew what was good for her. The woman was mostly out, her being the one bringing money in 
their home. About Kaikko, she was a little troublemaker. She had been kicked out of a few schools for different 
reasons and got in trouble with the police various times for being caught hanging with people under alcohol or 
drug influence. There was one thing she had to confess, she tried doing drugs once because a former close 
friend of hers convinced her to, but she nearly died of overdose and didn't want to see such things eversince 
that. Ida and her had been friends since forever, as their parents were very close to eachother themselves. 
That year, her parents divorced and her mother remarried decided to move to Norway to reunite with Ida's. 
"Oh, wow, that's a lot of shit", Dead remarked, surprised about what he had just heard 

‘lm not sorry about anything.", the girl declared, "That shit used to make me happy back there." 


There was a pause. She started to be afraid that telling him about her whole life in detail made him not want 


to hang with her anymore. 
"Honestly, | didn't expect you to tell me stuff like this.", the vocalist suddenly stated, "You seemed chill." 


Kaikko smiled, relieved that her background story didn't scare away her only friend so far. A few seconds 


later, a devilish grin made its way to her lips. 
| never said anything about not being like that in Norway too, she thought: 
"You do realise we're gonna get together in shit too, dontcha?", she warned, but on a somehow playful tone. 


The young man rose an eyebrow, giving her an ‘| don't think so' look, and excused himself, "I'm not the kind of 


person to do that." 


She threw an arm around his waist, being too short to wrap it around his shoulders and assured, "That's 


because you haven't hung with me enough." 
Dead laughed for a short while, "Are you trying to corrupt me?" 
"It isn't trying when you know you're gonna fucking succeed." 


He gave her a friendly push and they laughed. Kaikko told him that pushing, slapping and whacking eachother 
was a typical thing between friends and he decided to do so, because she often did that to him. 


Yes, this Wrath was going to be a real challenge for him, but she was definitely a challange he had gladly 


accepted. 


Guess who showed up at the concert! 


Author's Notes: 
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When the big day was finally there, Ida decided to ask Kaikko if she knew about the Mayhem show that was 
going to be taking place that night at IO and if she wanted to go with her. 


"Course | know.", the younger one informed, "Dead invited me." 


The older girl sent her friend a suggestive look, followed by a smirk. The little one got the message and 
whacked her. 


Ida pushed her off her and spoke, "I guess we'll see eachother there, then" 


Kaikko didn't do anything that afternoon aside of waiting for the time to pass. She calculated she'd have start 
to get ready an hour before going to the show, as it took her much to do the hair and makeup. 


The hours passed painfully slowly until the girl could finally get ready and leave for the concert. Then finally, 
the clock showed 8 o' clock. 


Mayhem would start playing at 10, so if she left at 9:30, she'd be there just in time. 

Ida told her there would be no mosh pit, as the band was against it, so she wouldn't have to dress to be 
protected from possible bruises. That disappointed her a bit, since she really loved going in pits, but then again, 
she wouldn't have to boil in the army pants and battle jacket. 

So she went for an oversized t-shirt with a bleeding pentagram drawn on it, which was so long that it covered 
her shorts completely. Because she didn't want her legs to be practically bare, she covered them with 
extremely torn black tights, covered by her beloved black knee high socks and the black leather boots 
completed the outfit. The makeup was bolder to match the event, but not as bold as she used to do it. 


"Kaikkol", her mother called, "Ida's here to take you where you have to arrive!" 


Kaikko rushed at the entrance door, sliding down the stairs to move faster. There, she told the woman not to 


await her early and exited the house, banging the door without waiting for her mother's reaction 
"Ready to go?", Ida inquired, rethorically. 


She rather looked like she was only going to the concert to lay the band, in a black lacey corset matched with 


a short leather skirt, high heels and whorish makeup, but the little one didn't complain. Everybody wears what 
they want, right? Besides, it was going to be a music show, not a fashion show. 


After half an hour of walking and having to bear people's remarks about their outfits, they arrived to the pub 
were the concert was going to take place. Said pub was already full and the girls had a hard time in finding the 
other members of the black circle. Well, only Ida had that problem. Kaikko didn't know anyone except the band 


and Varg who, sadly, was there too. 


"Hi, Wrath", he greeted with a simewhat evil smirk, conpletely forgetting about the older, much sexier girl in 


there. 

Meanwhile, the band had finished checking their instruments and would start the concert after Dead and 
Euronymous would be done with making their famous corpse paint. The guitarist explained to his bandmates 
that their money for the following month depended on the show, so they'd better do well. 

"Especially you.", he added, coldly, pointing to the vocalist. 

Dead nodded nonchalantly and headed to the stage to take a look at the audience. He peeked from behind the 
drums. The crowd was just as he expected: the circle, unknown posers and his friend Wrath, who was looking 


rice that night, in his opinion 


There was plenty of time left before the concert would finally begin, as the guitarist wanted his corpse paint 
to be creepier and more evil than his band mate's, so it took more time to be put on. 


Varg took the opportunity to drag the smaller girl outside to change a word with her briefly. The feeling of 
the cold night air hitting her warned up skin wasn't pleasant to her at all. 


"What the fuck, man?", she complained, "Can't we talk inside?" 

He shook his head for ‘no’, "| want this to be private." 

"But it's coldl", she insisted, irritated and eager to go back. 

But the boy was too stubborn to simply let it be. He took a step forward towards her. Uncomfortable with the 
closeness, Kaikko backed away. He stepped fprward again and she took another step back. This continued until 
the girl's back met the cold wall, but couldn't move away from it, because Varg was standing centimeters 
away from her and, trapping her in one place with his arms. 

"Remember when | promised you I'm gonna make you drop the badass attitude?", he whispered. 


"So whatcha gonna do?", Kaikko provoked, "Smash my face in private, tough dude?" 


The boy moved his face closer to hers, "I know better than that." 


His warm breath was tickling her face. What was he up to, if his intention wasn't beating the hell out of her? 
By saying he'd make her change her attitude, he could have only meant that she had to expect a beating. Or 
was he talking about rape? 


The fuck are you thinking about, Wrath, she lectured herself mentally. 


That couldn't be his intention, as she wasn't asking for it in any way. Not by looking hot, neither by acting 


seductive or by being too drunk to know what was going on 


But, whatever it was that he was planning to do to her, it couldn't end well. 


What kind of argument is this?! 


"Well then, if it ain't anything physical, can we go back in? Thank you.", Kaikko demanded, forcing a grin and 


moving towards the entrance door. 

However, the young viking was planning on staying there for a little while longer. 

"We're not done yet", he stated, pulling her back to him. 

"But it's fucking freezing!", she insisted. 

"You'll get warm, don't worry." 

Varg pushed her back against the wall and moved so clost to her, that their bodies were touching. The girl 
panicked, thinking about what would happen next. She tried to pushed him away and failed Annoyed by the 
fighting back, he took her both hands pinned them above her head. Kaikko knew he was going to kiss her! That 
could only lead to a kiss. Bot oh no, he wouldn't! 

The boy tried to kiss her indeed, but she was faster and moved her head to the side. He tried again, but she 
moved her head away for the second time. Having understood that she was playing hard to get, he let go of 


her arms and, with his niw free hands, he grabbed her face and finally kissed her. 


That was maybe the most disgusting feeling the girl had ever had, those guy's lips on hers. She tried to move 


away again, but his grip on her face was too strong. 
Let it be over, let it be over, let it fucking be over, she mentally begged. 


She wasn't sure if the kiss lasted one entire minute, but even if she had kissed him only for one moment, it 


felt like they had been doing it for an hour. It was finally over! 
"What the fuck, man?!", she spat, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. 

She wanted to go back in, but Varg still had no intention to let go. 

"Stop acting already!", he demanded irritated 

The girl was confused, "The fuck do you mean by that?" 

"You're nothing new to me, Wrath. I've met a shitload of girls just as pathetic as you are: walking around like 


the toughest being in existence, but when some long haired guy grabs your ass, then you get all wet and 
suddenly turn into a softie. That's fucking pathetic, | really hate people like youl” 


That was very rude! How dare he? 
"If you hate me that much, why the fuck don't you leave me alone?", the girl wanted to know. 


Varg pushed her against the wall again, then grabbed one of her legs and put it around his waist, his hand 


going up her thigh, while the other one was in her hair, keeping her in one place. 
"Cause you made me curious", he confessed. 
"About?" 


The boy moved his face to her neck, his lips lightly touching it, "About how you react when you start to like 
it" 


Okay, enough was enough and this was going too far. 


Music could be heard from the inside of the pub. The concert was about to begin and there was no way Kaikko 


would miss a single tune of any song. 


She used the leg he had gripped to kick him. Surprised about her action, the boy let go. That was her chance 
to get away. She showed him both middle fingers, called him a motherfucking pig and returned in the pub, 
banging the door hard behind her. 


The first song started to play. Kaikko pushed her way through the crowd back to the circle. If Varg wanted to 
do anything else, Ida was there to protect her from him. At least, she was supposed to do that. 


Soon enough, she found herself enjoying the music and completely forgot about the event from earlier. 


Dead was very talented at what he was doing. His vocals were very rough, inhuman. He really sounded like he 


came from the other world. The strange makeup emphasized that. 


The rest of the band wasn't that interesting. They were playing their parts like any other metal musician 
would, without adding anything special to them. Euronymous was pretty pathetic, though. He had a weird 
facepaint too, but it didn't quite match the image. Also, he tried to look more evil, but failed miserably. 


A few songs later, the vocalist brought mutilated pigheads on the stage and threw them in the crowd. A few 
people left the pub in disgust. 


Figuring they were used as a gorier version of balls to pass in the audience like at very big shows, the girl 
caught one and threw it in a random direction. Another person did that as well, then another one. The audience 


soon found themselves having a great time ‘playing’ with the pigheaas. 


Later, Dead grabbed a bottle and smashed it against the stage, causing it to break in many shards. He took one 


of them in the hand that wasn't holding the microphone. The little girl thought he'd throw them in the crowd 


too. That would cause damage to some people. 
However, she was wrong. The swede used the shard to cut himself with it, deeply. After he was dore, he 
waved his hand above the crowd to let the blood drip on them. More people left in this gust. At that point, the 


only people who remained were the ones of the circle and few other unknown fans. 


As the show went on, Dead had it harder and harder to stay counscious, but managed not to faint until the 


concert was finally over. 


After the encore, the circle was waiting for the band at the door of the pub, ready for the after party. All 


the members showed up, except for the vocalist. 
"Where's Dead?", Kaikko wanted to know. 


"Backstage, he probably passed out:", the guitarist explained calmly, as if he was talking about what he had 
eaten that morning. 


"Man, that's not ok! He could die of bloodloss and you should care about that, since he's your fucking 


bandmate!" 
Euronymous had enough of the conversation. He wasn't going to argue with her that night. 


"He's old enough to take care of himself, I'm not in charge of him", he explained annoyed, "Besides, it's your 


fucking boyfriend we're talking about here, not mine. Go the fuck ahead and take care of him! Guys, let's go.” 
Before exiting the pub, Ida explained her that they were going to a club called ‘The Factory’. It was an 
abandoned factory near the train station, but in case she couldn't find it, she should ask people for directions. 
Those having spoke, she followed the boys. 

"Man, what's that kid's problem?", a teenager of the circle, namely Faust, asked. 

"No idea. | never liked her.", Euronymous agreed. 


"Oh, come on guys, she's not that bad", Hellhammer countered. 


"Gotta agree with Hellhammer on that", Fenriz, another young man of the circle spoke, "I've liked her since the 


thing with the pigheads. She seems really fun to hang with." 
"That's because you don't know her enough", the guitarist assured. 


‘Sorry Aarseth, but its you who doesn't know her enough." Ida disagreed, "lve been in more shit with her 


than all of you and, believe me, she's very cool." 


"Whatever", Varg ended the conversation. 


Surprise! Have fun! 

The vocalist eventually got to Bergen. He exited the train to meet Fenriz, who was happy to see him. 
"Thanks, manl", the brunette cheered as the two were heading to his home. 

"Anytime, | guess" 

They walked in awkward silence until the younger boy decided to try to start a conversation 


"You know, if | was a girl, I'd definitely want a boyfriend like you.’, he randomly confessed, "| mean, hell, who the 
fuck travels hours by train to another city only because you've been asked to help her?" 


Understanding he was indirectly congratulating him for his relationship with Kaikko, Dead explained, "Me and 
Wrath aren't together." 


"Are you sure?", the other one insisted, smirking. 

"Yeah, | am." 

The two finally reached Fenriz! house. The host let the new guest in and led him to the couch, where the girl 
was still sleeping. Dead was somewhat shocked to see she hadn't woken up yet, presuming she'd passed out 
before they called him. It took him a few hours to get there and if she was still sleeping, it meant she had 
drunk a lot last night. 


"So yeah, have fun changing your girll", Torben cheered. 


"Wait, what?", the vocalist inquired, quite irritated about the request, "You never said anything about that on 
the phone!" 


"Surprise", both boys sang in unsion, then ran to Fenriz' room and locked themselves there, leaving the Swede 
with no other choice but to change his friend. 


He mumbled a few curses and prayed she wouldn't wake up while he'd be taking her clothes off. That would be 
awkward. Then, he turned to her and started his job. 


Back in the host's room, the boys were giggling and making up strange erotic scenarios to laugh about. 


"How much of the room's gonna be.. uhm.. ‘painted’ white after this?", the brunette questioned, pretending to 
be worried about the future state of his living room. 


"You'll have pretty much to clean up", his friend assured, holding the laughter in. 


Dead finally gathered up enough courage to change Kaikko. Before undressing her, he thought about how he 
should undress her shirt so she wouldn't get dirty with vomit. Over the head was impossible. Luckily, the t- 
shirt was oversized as always, and the neck was low enough be able to take it off as a dress. 

First, he took her arms out of the sleeves. Then, he carefully peeled the article of clothing down her body, 
doing his best not to stare at her chest or at her abdomen. He failed. There was no way to avoid seeing her 


almost naked torso. She still had he black bra witch orange patterns on. 


The girl's stomach was flat enough to show her hipbones, which were both decorated by a piercing. Her belly 
button had some iron added as well. Where was this kid not pierced?! 


Looking a bit higher, he realised the girl's chest was larger than he expected. 
Don't fucking oggle her tits, he lectured himself mentally. 


That being done, her army pants were next. It was really weird for him to unbutton them and pull her down 


her legs. And, of course, the dark blue boxers couldn't remain unnoticed.. wait, the fuck?! 
Dead lectured himself again, reminding himself he shouldn't drool over his best friend's underwear, then went 
on. He also noticed her knees were bruised, but that didn't surprise him, as he remembered her bragging 


about moshing all night. 


After a while, he managed to put the fresh clothes on Kaikko and throw her dirty ones in a bag. Soon after 
that, the girl woke up. 


"The fuck are you doing here?", she asked, surprised. 

"Complicated. Gonna explain home." 

The two got up and walked to the room the boys were in to take Torben home. However, he was peacefully 
sleeping next to the other boy, clinging to him. She and the Swede giggled, regretting not having a camera with 
them. 


Dead wrote a note on a random piece of paper, informing the others about their departure. Then, they left. 


On the way to the train station, the blonde continued thinking about wjat he had seen earlier. There was one 


thing that succeeded to freak him out. 
"Hey, Kiddo, there's something | wanna ask", he spoke. 


"Sure.", Kaikko agreed, not knowing what to expect. 


"Why the fuck are you wearing boxers?" 


Her cheeks instantly turned crimson in embarassment when she heard he knew she was wearing underwear 


for men. She wanted to ask him how he knew that, but then realised she had new clothes on 
So that was why he came! He had to change her. 

"l. uhm.. it's weird to explain", she excused herself. 

"Awww, come on. You can tell me anything. It's gonna remain between us, trust me." 

"You sure?" 

The vocalist nodded. 


She took a deep breath, then blurted out, "Cause shops only sell girl's panties that are made of fucking lace 
and thats fucking sratching my ass all the fucking time and that's fucking torture." 


Even though he was against religion, that was one of the very rare times when Dead crossed his heart. 
Afterwards, he put his entire willpower in not having a fot of laughtet, but it wasn't enough. 


"God damn it, Wrath! Ewww!" 


"You fucking asked for it!" 


Wow, nice people in the circle! 


Back in the pub, the girl ran backstage to see what was wrong with her friend. He lay there uncoinscious, his 
arms soaked in blood and the red liquid was dripping on the floor. She tried not to lose her calm and started 
looking for something to bind the vocalist arms. All that she found was a random piece of white cloth, 
forgotten in some corner of the room. Kaikko took it, then tore it in two halves and wrapped them around 


Dead's damaged arms. That being done, she ashed one of the barmaids if there was any telephone in there. 


"If it's about the man that fainted backstage, | have just called the ambulance", the young woman assured, 


"They said they'd be here as fast as possible." 


Kaikko remained there with the vocalist until the ambulance arrived and the doctors said she could leave, 


because they would take care of him starting with that moment. 
"Where can | visit him tomorrow?", she asked. 


"The hospital on Hjalmar Branting street", a medical sister, who wasn't involved in putting the man in the 


ambulance, responded, "Do you know where it is? | presume you haven't beel living in Oslo for a long time." 
"No, | don't", the little one confessed. 


The woman was nice enough to give her the directions and advised her to come visit him around noon the next 
morning, but said she wasn't sure if they'd let him out the following day. Kaikko nodded understandingly, then 


left the pub when the ambulance wasn't in sight anymore. 


Left all alone, she thought wether she should go to the after party or not. Her first thought was letting the 
party be and going home, but then again, she didn't want to seem antisocial. Besides, there were guys of the 
circle she didn't know. Maybe they weren't all that bad, but there was only one way to find out. The Factory, it 


is! 


Kaikko followed all the directions Ida told her and finally reached an old factory with the name of the club she 
was looking for on the door. That was the place. 


She thought there would be security guards asking for her ID to make sure she was I8 and she feared she'd 
have to somehow call her friend to ask her for help to get in, but that was not the case. The Factory was a 
club that allowed basically anyone to enter as long as they'd pay the drinks. 


It wasn't hard at all to find the black circle. They were sitting at a few tables they had joined to make only a 
very large one, talking, joking and laughing so loud they were impossible not to hear. They had already gotten 


drunk for sure. 


The little one wanted to sit next to Ida at first, but she was sitting between Euronymous and a boy she didn't 


know, but looked pretty creepy to her (that was Manheim), so that option was out. The only vacant seat left 
was at the table on the other end of the row. There were only the teens sitting: Varg, a boy who looked 
pretty similar to him, another one with a raven black mane as long as hers, if not longer, and another boy 
with shoulder-long, chocolate hair. 

Well fuck, she thought as she took a seat next to the other brunette. She waved shyly and forced a smile in 
order not to let the boys know she was uncomfortable around them. Varg waved back briefly, but she couldn't 
figure if he was pleased with her presence or not, then went on with his conversation with a person from 


another table. 


"Hey, I'm Fenriz", the boy next to her introduced himself and reached a hand for her to shake, "You're the one 


with the pigheads thing back at the concert!" 

"Yeah, that's me", the girl confirmed, laughing shortly, then shook Fenriz' hand, "Wrath, nice to meet you." 
"You've been pretty cool tonight", he praised, "There isn't really anyone to light up the atmosphere at their 
shows. | mean, the music is fine, but | really feel like I'm going to a funeral when | come see them live. Nobody 
ever does anything with the heads and there's no pit and-" 

"Holy shit, you like to mosh?l", Kaikko intrerupted him. 

"Yeah, why?" 

"I love the pits too! We're so gonna be best friends!" 

They high-fived happily and Fenriz promised, "That's for sure!" 

Then, the other unknown boy decided to join the two as well 

He stated, "Hey, you're from my school! In the lOth or something, aren't you?" 

She nodded, "I guess, never seen you before." 

I'm Torben and l'm 2 years older than ya." 

"Good to know. How'd ya recognize me?" 

Torben chuckled and informed, "You're fucking impossible to miss!" 


All three of them laughed. 


The whole night went on very well for Kaikko. She made two new awesome friends: Torben, who she was also 


going to hang out with at school, and Fenriz. Sadly, he was from Bergen like Varg and he'd have it harder to 


make it to Oslo every weekend. 


Before sunrise, when the party ended, Torben was nice enough to walk Kaikko home and Fenriz to the place 


where he'd spend that weekend, 

Before departing, the three exchanged telephone numbers and decided to hang out for a beer the next day. 
"Shall we take Varg too?", the male brunette asked. 

The other boy shrugged, meaning he didn't care. 

"Could we not?", the girl pleaded, "Me and him don't get along” 

"Besides, | guess he's gonna hang with Euronymous anyway", the brown haired one added 

"Kay then, he's out. So when are we gonna meet?" 


"In the afternoon?", Kaikko suggested, "I gotta goo see how Dead's doing tomorrow and | think that's gonna take 
a bit" 


"l'm not gonna wake up earlier than that!", Torben assured, laughing. 

"So where are we gonna go?", Fenriz inquired. 

"You choose guys, | moved here two weeks ago and | don't know any pub", the girl admitted. 
"Then lets meet at Helvete in the afternoon and we'll choose then" 


They all agreed with Fenriz' idea. Then, the three bro-fisted and Torben resumed his walk to his other friend's 


home, while she ran the stairs up to her flat. 


The lights were off, her mom was sleeping. However, she didn't mind that. It wasn't like she was dying to tell 


her about the show. 


Sorry l'm late. How are you feeling? 


None of them woke up before the sun was up in the sky, shining bright enough to make sleeping impossible. 
Kaikko looked at the alarm clock one the night stand and realised she should have gone to the hospital earlier.. 
much earlier. 

"Fuckl", she cursed, jumping out of the bed, as if someone had used a taser on her. 

Exactly one second later, she was in front of her wardrobe, throwing clothes to wear that day on the bed. 
Matching them was no effort, since all her clothes were black, grey or white, ocasionally red when it came to 


blood prints. 


The girl quickly dressed, combed her hair, didn't care to put on makeup and slid down the stairs. She put on 


the shoes she found first, not caring they were black sneakers. Usuall, she'd wear army boots. 
"Whoa, what's with the rush?", her mother questioned. 
"Gotta get to the hospital to see how Dead's doing and l'm late!" 


The woman knew about the vocalist. Well, she didn't know anything aside of the face that he existed and was 
her friend, but still. 


"What happened to him?", she wanted to know, soundong concerned. 


"He got hurt at the concert", the daughter explained, not intending to give any detail about how he gou hurt, 
then ran to the door. 


That wasn't for her to know. 
"Wait!", the woman intrerupted. 


With the door opened and about to leave, Kaikko sighed. She rolled her eyes, back still turned at her mother, 
then turned around and asked, "What?" 


"Are you going somwhere else aside of the hospital?" 
"Yeah, out for a beer with some friends." 
She laughed briefly, "Have you got any money to pay the beer?" 


"Uhm... no, not really." 


She gave her daughter enough money to pay a beer and some food in case she wanted, then watch her 
disappear behind the now closed door of the flat. 


Kaikko ran all the way to the hospital, cursing that it was so far away from her house and stopping every now 
and then to take a breath. Finally there, she stormed in the lobby, straight to the nurse from the reception to 
ask about her friend. Just then, she realised she didn't know the vocalists real name. She mentally cursed and 
asked the nurse about Dead of Mayhem. 

The young woman rose an eyebrow, "Who?" 


The girl described, "Very tall, has long, blond hair, is here because he slit his wrists." 


The woman understood who it was. She exited the reception room and gestured the visitor to follow her. By 


the attitude, she wasn't very fond of the patient. 


They arrived at some door at the end of the long hall. The first to go in there was the nurse, but she came 


out again a second later. 

"He's asleep.", she announced nonchalantly, "You can still go inside if you want." 

Those having spoke, she left. Kaikko entered the room to see a peacefully sleeping Dead. He was sleeping on his 
right side, facing the door. His long, golden locks were covering his face and there was no sound coming from 
him. Did he regain his counsciousness? 

Smiling half-heartedly at how cute he looked while sleeping, the girl held one of his hands. Then suddelnly, he 
started to move. He was waking up. Quick, she took her hand away, remembering the last time she got 


phisically closer to the Swede. 


He turned on his back and opened his eyes, rubbed them, lay still for a few moments, then sat up and 
stretched, yawning. 


" | know you've been holding my hand", he accused, sitting himself on the edge of the bed to face her 
completely. 


The girl looked away. That was awkward. 

To her surprise, Dead took her both hands in his. She looked at him puzzled 
"My hands are fucking freezing", he stated, "Yours are warm: 

Screwning all the cute moments, that's so typical to Dead! 


Being focused at their hands, the girl didn't hear her friend ask her what she did after the concert. Moments 


later, she realised she was being spoken to. 
"So did you go to the after party or not?", the vocalist demanded. 


After processing his words, she remembered she wanted to tell him about Torben and Fenriz and ehat good 


friends they were going to be. 

"Yeah, | was.", she responded, eager to give details. 

"And how was it? Had fun?" 

"Yeah, lots! | met two awesome dudes there. They're very cool people, you'll like them." 


He knew he should be happy that she found friends, but deep down, he feared he was going to be left alone 
after she'd get to know them well enough and realise they were far better to be around than him. 


"By the way!", Kaikko spoke, "When are they gonna let you out?" 

“Tomorrow evening or something like that" 

She let her head hang, "That sucks, man! We were hoping to take you with us today!" 

We? So those guys wanted to hang with him too? Not knowing him was no option, since it was impossible not 
to know him and to be in the circle. Ok, so maybe they weren't any harm to the friendship between him and 
Kaikko and, judging by the fact that they wanted to hang with him too, they might turn out to be nice guys. 


"So when are you going out with them?", he inquired. 


Kaikko looked at the clock on the wall and, by the look on her face when she saw it, one could tell she was 


cursing. 
"| should have already arrived there by now", she excused herself 
"Then what are you waiting for?", the Swede asked, "Go, have fun!" 
"Yeah, but | dont wantcha to feel like Im leaving you for them’ 
"Hey, | can't force you to stay with me in the hospital. Im ok, really." 
"Thanks!" 


The girl got up from the chair and headed to the door. Before leaving, she waved at him ‘goodbye’. He waved 
back and asked her to tell the boys ‘hello’ from him. Promising she would, she left. 


some thoughts 


Meanwhile, Torben and Fenriz finally showed up in the future shop. The rest of Mayhem, Varg and Ida were 
already there, complaining about their hangovers. Except of them, the rest of the circle didn't want to have a 


meeting that day. 


"So has any of you guys thought about something to do Today?", Ida demanded, not wanting to spend the rest 
of her day sitting around in Helvete and listening to the boys complain about headaches. 


"Me, Torben and Wrath are going out for a beer today, when she arrives here.", Fenriz announced. 


The guitarist had to laugh at the announcement, "As if! She's probably going to go to the hospital and cry over 
Dead's sliced arms together with him!" 


"Nope, all three of us planned the hangout today", Torben countered. 


Euronymous didn't say anything more, but was still doubting that the antisocial Wrath would really go out with 
them, especially without Dead around her. 


The others understood that the hangout was planned only for the three of them and they weren't invited. 
Most remained neutral about it, not really wanting to do anything but simply lie down that day. Ida would have 
gladly went out with them, though. Sitting with hungover boys was beyond boring and a beer with someone 
that wasn't part of Mayhem was the perfect escape for a few hours from Euronymous' endless talk about 


his band. 


When she first met him, before he founded the band, he was a nice guy. Then the image got to him, along 

with the lack of money and the stress of having to run the group and that became all he ever talked about: 
finding a new place for the band to rehearse, promoting the band, the band's upcoming works and the band in 
general. That started to become annoying, not only for her, but for the entire circle as well. Sadly, no matter 


how much he was told to cool down, he still wouldn't listen. 


To be honest, Varg wouldn't have refuse the hangout either. The guitarist may be a close friend of his, but he 
was getting on his nerves with the whole Mayhem thing. Besides, with him around, getting anywhere close to 
Wrath was almost impossible, which was a pity, because he had fun teasing her. Her pathetic badass-wannabe 


attitude amused him. 


The guitarist hated the girl and would do anything to keep her away. Why? Probably because he realised she 
had all the chances to become more loved among the blackers than him and it seemed that the possibility of 
not being paid the most attention to angered him. At least that was how Varg would explain why he hated her 


so much without having not knowing almost anything about her. 


Not that that girl was cool to hang around or fun. She wasn't even friendly, for that matter. One couldn't keep 


a conversation going with her! Neither was she beautiful. She was unhealthily skinny and her face was still 
rather ugly, even though improving the makeup skills made her face look a bit better. Still, that pile of hay on 
her head she would call hair was a massive disadvantage. The black didn't match with her already too pale skin 


and that silverish was a no go too. Ida would look so much better with silver hair than her younger friend 


However, the kid was something the circle hadn't seen before and new things were always more interesting 


than things one's already familiar with. 

The boy still couldn't understand how Torben and Fenriz could be friends with such an isolated person. Both of 
them were hype and fun. Fenriz was always a walking party, someone to light up the atmosphere even in the 
worst situations, the other boy was pretty much the same and Wrath was.. well.. Wrath. 

Eventually, Kaikko arrived at the circle and her friends left with her. They decided not to go to a fancy bar or 
something, just somewhere they could have a drink. Torben was the one to bring them to an unknown pub, far 


away from Helvete. 


Nothing out of the ordinary happened that afternoon. They only had a great time with eachother, like they did 
at the afterparty. 


When the evening came, Fenriz had to return to his hometown. Of course, Kaikko and Torben walked him to the 


place where he was staying to pack his stuff, then to the train station 

Before leaving the girl asked, "Hey, can you come next weekend too? It's my birthday on Saturday and yeah.." 
"How about you guys come to Bergen?", Fenriz suggested, "There's an underground fest on Saturday and they 
decided to have metal artists this year. What can be more awesome than having a birthday party at 
something like this?" 


She didn'r even need to think about it. 


"Sure! We'll be there!", she promised. 


First fight. 


As Dead heard what kind of plans his friend had to celebrate her IBth birthday, he refused to go. 
"Im not a party person", that was the excuse he used not to have to go to the festival too 

"It ain't exactly a party", Kaikko insisted, "Come on, man! It's gonna be awesome!" 

"No, it's not. There's gonna be mosh pits, a shitload of dead-drunk people and fights between them’ 
"Duhh! That's what makes these fests awesome!" 


The vocalist had enough of the girl's constant persuading him to go to some underground party with her. That 
couldn't be exactly called a festival, since it was in a club in Bergen and the discount of alcoholic drinks was 
paid more attention to than the bands. So, the "underground fest" was merely an opportunity to drink more 
while unknown people were playing in the background, hoping to get promoted. Long story short, the answer 


would still be ‘no’. 


"Listen the fuck up, I'm not judging you for going to that shit", he made himself clear, "Your birthday, your 
party, do whatever you want. Get drunk, get high, get laid, | don't give a fuck. But I'm not forced to go there 
with you ‘cause you wanna celebrate your birthday in the pit. | can give you the present before you go there 


and my job's done!" 

"| dont give two shits about your present, the purpose of the party is the furl", Kakko argued. 
"You'll forget about all the ‘fun’ you had by Sunday morning anyway", the Swede spat 

Enough was enough. The girl was mad at him. How could he be so rude?! 


"You know what? | fucking quit", she shouted, "Stay in Krâkstad and complain to the walls about what a vicious 


cunt your only friend is! I'm gonna go party and not think about your lonely ass for one second!" 


Those having spoke, the little one stood up and stormed away, leaving Dead walking home alone from the 
hospital, wandering how could one have such a fit because of something as stupid as that. He didn't like 


partying and that was it! 
| guess she has anger issues, he assured himself. 


At first, he was excited about her birthday. He already thought about a nice necklace he could make for her. 
Maybe it wasn't going to be anything fancy, but the fact that he put effort into that thing would make it 
unique. Besides, he knew a necklace would be the perfect present. She had lots of necklaces and chokers of all 


sorts. Those and bracelets. Oh, he could make a bracelet for her too! 


So, the following day, he headed directly to a deco shop in Oslo to buy the things he needed: some black thread 


and a few beads. Paying them was no problem. He had saved some money for special days, like that. 


For the rest of the week, he hadn't talked to Kaikko much. The two hung out once, but Torben came along and 
the vocalist started to feel ignore. Seeing the girl laugh at all the other boy's jokes and talk with him about 
how perfect the festival on Saturday was going to be was like she'd tell him he wasn't fun enough. It hurt. 


The following day, everything went the same: plans. Ones that didn't include him. 
Dead decided not to meet up with them until the following week, as all they ever talked about was the damned 
festival. Of course, the girl got mad and argued with him again. The fight ended with her saying she was glad 


he wasn't going to come there. 


Later, the Swede found himself alone in the Mayhem house, contemplating the half-finished necklace and 
bracelet and thinking if he should finish them and give them to her or not. 


He had already modified the beads: he drew the toxic sign on the round, wooden pendant of the necklace and 
scribbled letters on each bead which was going to be hung on the bracelet to make the word ‘Kiddo’. Letting 
them be would be a pity, even though he didn’t think she deserved them. 


Something was telling him they wouldn't be friends for a long time. Sooner or later, she'd completely leave him 


alone again for the two boys. 

Dead cursed the day Kaikko met them. If she hadn't, then she wouldn't have become so distant from him. 
Saturday morning was finally there. The vocalist knew when the train his friends were travelling by would leave 
and decided that would be the perfect moment to give the girl her present. He worked hard to make them look 
as good as possible and did a good job, in his opinion 

After getting dressed quiclky, without eating, he headed to the bus stop to take the bus which would bring 
him in Oslo. There, he ran to the train station, hoping the train hadn't left already. Luckily, he still had a few 
minutes until the departure to look for her. As Kaikko was impossible not to notice, he saw her and Torben 
approaching the entrance door of the train. 

"Wrath!", he called, "Wrath! Wait a minute!" 

Seeing she wasn't interested in who was calling for her, he tried to catch her attention in another way. 


"Ive got something for youl", he tried 


Nothing. Without noticing someone was calling for her, Kaikko followed her friend inside the huge vehicle. 


Watching it leave, a tear rolled down on his cheek. He started to like her.. 


Party time! 
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The air of the train was filled with excitement and enthusiasm. Kaikko and Torben couldn't wait to finally get in 
Bergen and go party. They had no idea who was going to play. Neither did they care, actually, as they were 
going for the great atmosphere. 


They didn't even feel the time pass. Soon enough, they found themselves at the train station, taking Fenriz into 
a group hug. 


As the festival was about to begin, the three got ready for it and headed to the club. The place was similar to 
very many underground places in Oslo: a huge hall which used to serve for something else, maybe a former 
museum, judging by its look. 

They all took out the money they needed to pay the entrance, but the boys kept their friend from doing so. 
"No way, manl", Fenriz argued, "It's your fucking birthday." 

"They won't let me in without a ticket", Kaikko countered. 

"| know. | meant we're paying your entrance." 

"Ah, thanks for the bother, but you don't need to." 

"But we insist!" 

"But" 

"Shut the fuck up and accept your present!" 

Kaikko didn't fight back anymore and thanked them for being so kind. 

The night went on very well. They partied, moshed, crowd-surfed, met lots of fun new people whose existence 
would be probably forgotten by next morning and enjoyed the music. Once, a band even sang ‘happy birthday’, 


because they heard it was being celebrated. As a "present", Kaikko was allowed to be the frontman of a wall of 


death. 


Everything went fine until the last concert. By then, everybody had alreafy gotten wasted. More and more 
people started falling in the pits and getting hurt. One of them was the birthday girl. She tripped over her own 
legs and fell with her face on a stranger's boot. Her nose was bleeding. Fenriz dashed to the bar and quickly 
returned with a few napkins to stop the flowing of the blood. 


They stayed in the club until the party was officially over and most of the people fell asleep on the floor, 


being too drunk to stand up. Walking home was an impossible mission for them. 
Luckily, the two boys were still sober enough to carry their friend to Fenriz! home. 


"If you don't wanna wake up in.. different fluids, you'd better follow me home", Fenriz advised, clearly knowing 


what one would go through after sleeping in the club. 


Torben agreed for the girl too, as she was no longer able to think for herself. The boys put her hands around 


their necks and followed their friend from Bergen to his house. The sun would soon rise. 

Around halfway, Kaikko warned, "Man, | think my food's coming back." 

A few seconds later, everything she had eaten that day was on the sidewalk The boys couldn't just drag her 
across the puddle, as she'd probably get dirty to the knees, so they tried to pick her up. But failed. Miserably. 
Kaikko fell right in the spot they wanted to avoid, facing the ground. Her nose was skinned. Luckily, her face 
didn's get dirty with anything aside of blood. 


Slowly, they picked her up again, careful not to get dirty as well, then carried her the rest of the way. The 


sun was beginning to rise and they were the only ones on the streets. 


Eventually, they reached Fenriz home and put the still uncounscious Kaikko on the couch on her back. Then, 


they wrapped a piece of cloth on her face, like a nose band, to stop the bleeding and prevent any infection 
"Kay, I'm not changing her", Torben announced. 

"Me neither" 

"Then? We cart let her like this. 


The other boy paused to search for ideas. There had to be a way to get her out of the clothes. Oh! There 


was. 
Call Dead?", he suggested, "He's her boyfriend or something, right?" 
"Not sure." 


"Still, | think she wouldn't kill him if she found out he undressed her." 


The brown-haired one thought about it and reached the conclusion, "You've got a point." 
However, there was another problem: did he wake up? 

The two looked out of the window to see the morning sun shining. 

"Yeah, he has to be awake by now", Fenriz stated, "| mean, who the fuck sleeps so much?" 
They looked at their friend, who was still uncounscious. She sleeps so much. 


Torben dialed Dead's number and, as he answered, he explained him why they called and what they needed him 
to do. On the other end of the telephone, the vocalist facepalmed, but still agreed to come. 


After he hung up, Dead took the bundle of clothes Kaikko forgot to take when she left on Saturday, after 
sleeping at his place the night before and not even waking him up to tell him she was leaving, and headed to 


the station. 


Happy a-few-hours-after-your-birthday, Wrath! 


While they were sitting in the train, Dead decided to give the girl the present he made for her. Maybe her 
birthday had been the day before, but he didn't have the chance then. Better later than never. 


"Hey Kiddo.", he called to get her attention 

Kaikko had been looking out of the window to nothing in particular until his voice snapped her out of her daze. 
"Huh?", she inquired. 

"Turn your back to me", the vocalist requested 


That demand sounded quite perverted, but she still did as she was told Then, she started having second 
thoughts about it. What did he want to do? 


"If you wanna take my bra off, please don't", she pleaded, "I don't want you to see how many socks | stuffed in 


there." 
"What." 


He could have sworn he didn't see any sock in there. She was joking, wasn't she? Because if she was, her 
humor was definitely special. Still, he decided it was better not to check 


| won't do anything to you, just turn around and close your eyes, damn it", he assured. 

Kaikko turned her back to him, shut her eyes closed and was silently waiting for what her friend had in mind 
with her. The vocalist took the necklace out of his pocket and put it around her heck. Then, he tied the 
bracelet to her right arm. 

"Ok, open your eyes now.", he informed. 

The girl opened her eyes to see a beautifully crafted wooden pendant with the toxic sign drew on it hanging on 
her neck. On her right arm, she saw a bracelet. The five plastic beads had letters scribbled on them, to make 


the word ‘Kiddo’. They were just perfect! He really put lots of effort into them! How sweet! 


Now that she saw how much he cared about her, she was sorry for how rude she had been to him the past 


week. 
‘Oh, wow, holy shit", she spoke, not knowing how to react, "That's very cute of ya.. Thanks!" 


Kaikko jumped on his lap, hugged him and kissed his nose as a way to show her gratefulness. He expected at 


least a peck on the lips for his gesture. Her boys didn't make her anything for her birthday. Did they even get 


her any present? A drink, the entrance ticket? 


And after how mean she had been that week, he still wanted to give her the present he could have easily quit 


on doing! He deserved a greater ‘thank you' than a kiss on the nose. 


The girl realised he wasn't content with the act of affection and understood what he wanted. She smirked 


playfully. 


"I thought you didn't like it when people get so physically close to you.", she cooed, bringing her face close to 
his. 


Their noses were touching and their lips were less than one centimeter apart, but the kiss never came. Dead 
was starting to get frustrated with all the waiting for her to finally do it, but he'd never take the first step. 
Not when the little girl he had as friend was so straight forward and obviously crushing over him. 

"You don't have the guts to kiss me", he mocked, knowing how to fuel her. 

There were more times when things could have gotten sensual between them, but Kaikko always backed away 
before the moment would become intense. The Swede thought she never had any intention in becoming more 

intimate with him, but didn't realize what it looked like from the beginning. 

"| dol" 


If there was one thing she really wanted to proove to people, then it was her courage to do anything, no 


matter what. 
"Well then, proove it", he challenged. 


Moments later, Kaikko wrapped her arms around his neck and crushed her lips to his. He was going to regret 
underestimating her guts, just wait and see, Dead! 


Even though she hadn't kissed many boys before, she had an idea how to do it right. At least, she thought so. 
She bit down on his lower lip, hard enough to get a short gasp of pain from him. Hearing that, she pulled away. 


"What's wrong?", he laughed. 
Her face was red in embarrasment. That wasn't supposed to happen! 
She shook her head, meaning she didn't want to answer. Dead brought his head close to hers again 


"Are you worried that you hurt me?", he inquired on a taunting tone. 


"Umm... surel", Kaikko responded. 
The situation was quite awkward. She hoped he'd soon get over that and act like nothing had happened. 
"Don't be", he purred, "I love getting hurt" 


That was a bit of a surprise. She didn't expect him to talk about hurting himself as if it was a regular passion 


Masochistic, much? 

‘Seriously?", she asked to make sure he wasn't joking with her. 

"Yeah, seriously. How else could you explain why l'm cutting myself on stage?" 

That made sense. 

At first, Kaikko thought her friend cut himself during shows for the audience, because that was what they 
wanted. But that couldn't be. Most people found that highly disgusting. Then, she thought Euronymous forced 
him to do that as a way to make themselves more famous. After all, shocking is the easiest way to become 
more popular quickly. 

But it all made sense, now that Dead confessed about his passion for self-mutilation. 


"So, hurt me more?", he requested. 


Not taking a second to think about it, she grabbed his face and kissed him again, biting just as violently. The 
two did that until the train stopped in Oslo. 


A special kind of friendship 


Kaikko wasn't sure if she and Dead were officially together or not. The vocalist hadn't become any more 
romantic since what they did on the train. Not much changed between them, they only started kissing, well 
biting, on the lips. Aside of that, they still acted like they were just friends. She wasn't sure if it bothered her. 
Being in a relationship, they could no longer be weird around eachother, right? Couples aren't supposed to be 
weird, are they? On the other hand, she had a mad crush on him. He was very cute.. in his own way. And he 


always let her wanting to at least kiss him more. 


On Wednesday, the vocalist was surprised to see her entering the Mayhem house more cheerful than she'd 


usually be on a normal school day. 
"Why so hype?", he inquired. 


"Guess who's getting a tattoo in 3 days!", the girl squealed with excitement, her smile spreading from one ear 


to another. 
He pretended to share the enthusiasm only because he found her cute when she got so hyped over something. 
To be honest, he was against tattoos and piercings. What was the point in going through horrible pain and the 


risk of getting skin infections to get something permanently printed on the skin or to make a new hole, anyway? 


Casually, he returned to his seat on the couch, but stopped working on the lyrics he had started writing a 
short while before his friend showed up. 


Kaikko headed to the same place and laid on her back, her head was resting on his lap. 

"So what are you getting?", the Swede asked, even though he didn't really care about it. 

"Dunno", she admitted, "I want something with meaning, though, y'know? So | won't ever be sorry that | got it” 
Tattoos with meaning? Dead always found such things a nonsense. Nobody would ever ask what one's tattoo 
meant. And even if it had any importance, something meaningful to her at that moment was going to be 
insignificant later. Being sorry she got tatted was inevitable. 

He didn't want to tell her any of that. Last time he judged her for her wishes, they ended up not talking for a 
week He understood that she had anger issues, something she wouldn't admit in a million years. Still, he found 
the perfect opportunity to make some fun of her. 


"Get two cherries on your ass.", he suggested smirking. 


She raised an eyebrow and asked, puzzled, "Why?" 


"Euronymous said that means you take it in both holes", he explained, laughing. 

The girl couldn't hold in the laughter, thinking that something so innocent could have such a dirty meaning, but 
that didn't stop her from slapping his face. In defence, Dead took her hand and pinned it to the sofa. The same 
happened to the second. 

"No wayl", she protested. 

Fine. Then get a ribbon on each back side of your thighs, a but lower than your ass", he tried again 

"Why?" 

"Euronymous said it pretty much means you're willing to offer yourself to whoever is willing to take you." 


The second idea wasn't as funny as the first one and she found it rather offending that he could even think 
such a tattoo would suit her. 


"Motherfucker", she cursed 

'Heeeey, you said you wanted tatts with meaning", he defended himself 
"Yeah, but not that kind of meaning! Im not whoring myself to people" 
"Only to me", he teased 


Kaikko put her entire force together to break free of the grip on her hands. Once there was no more restraint 
on her, she jumped on the vocalists lap and started slapping him with both hands. In defense, Dead wrapped his 
arms around her and pecked her lips once. She was the one to do it the second time. The third peck turned 


into a makeout session with tongue kisses, biting, pulling eachother's hair and scratching backs. 


Dead had never ever imagined the day when he did this would come, but there it was, violently making out 
with his best friend on the couch. They were still best friends, right? He wasn't 100% certain he wanted a 
relationship with her, because he wasn't the loveliest person ever. However, the thought of the possibility to 
see her with another boy bothered him. But she wasn't likely to be with someone else, as she was always 


returning to him. 


Cool tattoo, huh? 


Kaikko didn't tell Dead any further information about her future tattoo. She wanted to surprise her friend with 


her new ink, so Torben was the one to go to the tattoo parlor with her. 


As she didn't find anything to suit her in any magazine or catalogue, she decided to draw what she wanted to 
get stabbed in her skin. Her drawing talent had always been praised by people and it was the perfect time to 
use it. So, she spent the whole week draeing, coloring and improving it, so it would be perfect. In the end, it 


turned out to be just what she had in mind. 


On Friday, she got the outlines done and on Saturday, it was complete. Of course, she could have decided to get 


it done in more days so she had less to endure, but she was too impatient to have her first tattoo. 
After tge tattoo session was over, Kaikko recieved the newals that she would have to stay at Dead's place 
until Sunday evening. Necrobutcher and Hellhammer were out of town the whole weekend, Euronynous couldn't 


be trusted when it came to their vocalist and leaving him alone was no option. Who knew what he could do to 
himself? 


"Yeah, sure, that's ok to me", the girl accepted. 


She casually walked home to pack her things. Her mother wasn't thatt happy to hear her daughter would sleep 
at a boy's house, but there was nothing she could do about it. 


| really hope you're not planning to do anything that can get you pregnant.", the woman warned, sounding very 


stern, 

Kaikko laughed, "With Dead? Never ever! He freaks out when it comes to hugs!" 
"You can never be sure." 

"Mom, we're not gonna do that", she sighed, walking towards the door. 


A moment later, she was out. She was aware she had lied to her mom about him, but she couldn't tell her 


they were pretty close to becoming fuck-buddies. That wasn't something to be told to parents. 


While waiting for her arrival, the vocalist was working on lyrics to make the time pass. Euronymous kept 
bugging him about how they hadn't released any new song in a long time and about how they were going to 
starve to death if he didn't finally start working. 


We're gonna starve to death sooner or later regardless if | make any new songs or not, he complained to 
himself. All the money the band earned went to Helvete. Why the guitarist needed to invest so much in the 
shop, that was unknown. He never bought anything for decorations, neither did he pay anything to any band so 


they'd allow him to sell their music. Whatever. The vocalist didn't care about that. What his problem really was 
was thathe had to give, like 99% of what he managed to earn to his band mate for hell knew what! The rest 
would be enough for him to buy bread.. sometimes. 

So, as he had to give almost all his money to Euronymous, he couldn't afford to pay the taxes and he was cut 
off on electricity. The central heating was gone. To make matters worse, November brought cold and snow 
with it and he had to sleep in the living room by the chimney if he didn't want to freeze. Also, the chimney 
fire was the only source of light. That and candles. 


And Euronymous still had the guts to complain that the Swede didn't come up with new lyrics! How could one 


work in such conditions? 

Soon enough, the entrance door opened and, along woth snow and wind, Kaikko entered. In spite of the protection 
from the cold that her oversized winter jacket, army boots, scarf and cap offered, her face was red and she 
was trembling. After kicking off her shoes and throwing the jacket, scarf and hat on the floor, she threw 
herself in front of the chimney to get warm. 


"You could turn on the lights, y'know?", she commented, "I almost got lost on the way." 


"Nope.", Dead answered, taking a seat next to her, "Euronymous took my money for the taxes. l'm gonna freeze 


this month." 
"Shit man, that sucks." 


They hugged. A few minutes passed in silence. All the two did was watch the fire and enjoy each other's 


embrace. 
"Anyway, did you get tatted after all?", the vocalist wanted to know. 
"Yup.', Kaikko answered proudly and pointed to her shoulders, below each collar bone, "Here and here." 


"| wanna see." 


The only possibility for him to see the tattoo would be taking the hoodie off, but she didn't feel comfortable 


enough with him to let him see her undress. 
"Do | really have to?", she inquired, the confidence suddenly disappearing. 
He nodded, not seeing what was wrong with that, "Are you ashamed of me?" 


"A little..", she confessed. 


"But it's not like itd be the first time | see you with no shirt on Remember who changed you back in Bergen?" 


She nodded. 


So? | already know that you have piercings there too, that you're so skinny your ribs are showing.. and about 
the socks." 


Kaikko wanted to ask what socks he was talking about, but immediately remembered that was the excuse she 
used back on the train. Seeing she had no other choice, she hesitantly took off her hoodie, leaving Dead admire 
the artwork on her skin. 


"Fucking hell, how many socks do you shove in there?l", he joked. 


As mean as it may sound, he always teased her like that on purpose. He enjoyed seeing his friend go red in 


embarrassment and covering her face woth her hands, then shaking her head. 


Chucking, the Swede took his little friend in his arms and, stroking her back, he assured, "I'm only playong with 
you." 


Then he paused and praised, "Nice tatt" 
"Thanks", the girl mumbled, her face burried in his neck. 


Dead took her chin in one hand, kissed her briefly on the lips, then on each shoulder around the collar bones 
and back on the lips, this time, allowing her to respond. 


Sleepover time! 

The lack of electricity didn't bother them at all. They didn't need the tv to entertain themselves and the 
chimney was making enough light. Kaikko soon got comfortable with staying hoodie-less with Dead. He didn't 
seem like the type of guy who wasn't able to keep it in his pants and, being "special friends" they didn't have to 
be fully dressed around each other. However, she found it unfair that the vocalist still had his shirt on 
"Hey, why am | the only one who has to undress?", she complained. 

"| didn't get inked", the Swede retorted, taunting her. 

"Doesn't matter." 

He smirked and inquired, suggestively, "What do you wanna do to me?" 

Getting the message, she defended herself, "| didn't think of that when you asked me to take my hoodie off!" 
"Seriously?" 

"Yeah" 

"You really haven't thought that | wanna fuck you? Not for one second?" 


"Yeah! What of it?", she wanted to know, a litte bit annoyed, slightly raising her tone. 


The vocalist was laughing. She thought he had a cute laugh, when he wasn't forcing himself to do so for 
Euronymous, so he wouldn't get into fights again. 


His voice was a little higher when he was laughing. Maybe that was why she found it so adorable. Boys hardly 
ever laughed like that, so sincere. They wether did it loud, so people could clearly hear them enjoying 
themselves, or forcing the sound. 

Also, he looked very sweet when he was laughing. A happy fave added a lot to his beauty. 

"I really like your laugh.", the girl admitted, 

"You do?" 


"Sure. It's adorable." 


Dead smiled, flattered. It was new to him to recieve compliments from people, but he could get used to it. 


"Thanks", he said, grinning thankfully. 


They hugged. The Swede got the feeling she wouldn't judge his body if he undressed in front of her. Still 
hesitant, he slowly peeled his shirt off his torso. 


Even though she didn't want him to see she was doing so, Kaikko was staring. his entire abdomen was full of 


wounds and bruises. 

"Fucking hell..", she mused. 

There went the subtle observing. Dead understood she kind of freaked out at the sight of his harmed torso, 
which made him shy away. Quickly, he pulled his shirt back on. He wasn't that offended by the staring, as it 
was something he had to see coming, but Kaikko thought she insulted him pretty bad. 

"Hey, sorryl", she apologized, "I didn't mean to sound like that!" 


"l'm used to reactions like that, no worries", he assured, smiling punching her shoulder lightly. 


The confirmation that she hadn't offended him calmed her down. Seeing he didn't mind talking about it, she 
decided to ask him how he got all of them. 


"Starving and self-harm", he calmly responded, ponting to the starving scars, then to the results of self 


harming. 
Why would somebody do that?! 


Seeming to have read the question on his friend's face, he explained, "Firstly, | like the pain. Then, | find scars 
beautiful.. don't you think flawless skin is boring?" 


"Uhm... yeah, but dunno... | mean, | like bruises and all the shit too.. but those with a background story, y'know? 
Like, when | see people with skinned knees or smashed faces or whatever, | enjoy listening to how they got ‘em, 
y'know?" 


The vocalist nodded, "Do you find self-harmers crazy?" 


Kaikko shook her head, "No, not really. I'm actually sorry for them. It's pretty sad to find comfort in hurting 


yourself" 
"But | don't do it to feel better." 


"You only start to like the pain when you're used to it as fuck. And when you do something you like, you 
forget all your problems. So, self-harming is a way to comfort yourself. And that's sad" 


He hugged her, tighter than he did before. That answer was unexpected. Usually, people would say he wasn't in 
his right mind or praise him for how brutal he was. Of course, only Euronymous would say that. But even 
coming from one single person, that praise made him sick. He didn't do any of it for the show, but his ways of 
expression got exploited for the band's promoting! 


The later it got, the colder it became. Kaikko changed into her ‘pyjamas’, a white wool hoodie and black leggins, 
while Dead didn't bother to put on other clothes. They set up two unconventional beds in front of the chimney, 


because they'd freeze in any other room. 


The girl laid on her blanket and covered herself with another one, but still felt cold. She'd definitely get warmer 
if the Swede let her move next to him, but that was a pretty bizarre thing to ask. Still, why not? 


"Hey Dead", she spoke, earning his attention, "Can | move next to ya?" 

"Sure." 

Happy, she moved her unconventional bed next to his, then tucked herself back in the pile of blankets, but also 
wrapped her hands around him, threw a leg over his waist and burried her face in his neck. He was lying 


pretty unconimfortably, but he couldn't tell her to let loose, because she had already fallen asleep. 


"Night, Kiddo.", he sighed. 


News 


Since the sleepover went so well, the Mayhem boys decided to have her spend every weekend in Krakstad. Of 
course, there had to be speculations that they did it, better said, that Dead wanted to do it with her and got 
rejected and wouldn't want to admit it. And that made him quite angry. 

"And what the fuck does that have to do with yourl", he argued. 


"Awwww, Little Pelle got rejected and doesn't want to talk about it?", Euronymous insisted, aiming to fuel his 


anger even more. 

The guitarist always enjoyed his band mate's misery. In fights with the Swede, he'd always be the winner. In all 
the years they'd lived together, he learned what would be the easiest and fastest way to make him break 
down: loneliness. Dead craved for affection, even though he'd never admit it. The ‘| hate people’ excuse lost its 


entire credibility long ago. 


What was even more enjoyable was the fact that he didn't have anybody to go to after each lost fight. Having 
avoided everybody for so long, he had no one. That left the vocalist entirely for him to make fun of. 


However, Necrobutcher still had an ounce of heart for the unhappy man. 
"Euronymous, let it fucking bel”, the bassist mixed in, "It's his choice not to talk about Wrath with us." 


‘Of course he doesn't want to! He thinks that it makes him more metal not to cry to us that the bitch he's so 
madly in love with has two other dicks up her ass aside of him and he got left out!" 


That's when Hellhammer decided it was time he said something. Usually, he'd stay out of fights, as the two 
would argue over, literally, everything. However, he didn't like his band mate when he started exaggerating 
about things. 

"That's much said, man. Wrath isn't like that", he countered calmly. 


"And how would you know that?", Euronymous insisted. 


"We all know it", the vocalist suddenly mixed in, "But of course you didn’t. You're too busy chasing somebody 


who has at least two other dicks up her ass and always leaves you aside." 
Where did those guts come from, the guitarist thought indignated. 
No, not the way Dead talked about Ida angered him. He already knew that he wasn't her only boyfriend and he 


didn't care with whom else she shared the bed. What really made him lose it was the fact that the creep 


dared to presume he was desperate after a girl. He? Never! He could have whoever he desired whenever he 


desired! The girls were the ones crawling to him, not the other way round! 
"You son of a bitchl", he barked, plunging towards the one who had just insulted him. 
Luckily, the other two men of the band were fast enough to catch him before things could become physical. 


"Okay, | think we could call this a day", Necrobutcher concluded and dragged Euronymous outside, together 


with Hellhammer. 


The following week started with an important announcement: Mayhem would be going on tour starting with the 
next Monday! They were going to have concerts in other cities and even other countries! Oh yes, money and 


fame were on the way. 
The tour would start with a few shows in Norway, then they'd travel to Germany, Austria and Turkey. 


However, they didn't throw a party to celebrate such good news. They only gathered the whole circle in the 
future Helvete to have a few drinks and get good luck wishes from the rest. 


Kaikko was the first to congratulate Dead for the tour, but wasn't really happy that he was going to be 
absent for a few weeks. She'd miss his dark humor, his teasing and him in general. Her boys were still there, 


no doubt, but neither Torben, nor Fenriz were like him. 


Ida sat on Euronymous' lap the whole evening, telling him how much he would be missed. Everybody knew she 
was lying, but he seemed to have forgotten that. Those words were a very efficient self-esteem boost and he 


didn't really care how honest they were. 


Varg was sitting next to him, chatting with the "couple". He was slightly displeased to see the guitarist with 
her like that. She seemed to actually feel nothing towards him, yet they were together all the time. Why? 


Every now and then, he'd take a look at Wrath, sitting with her boys, having a good time together. Fenriz was 
the soul of the party as always and the others were laughing with him. Ocasionally, the girl would join in and 


joke as well. 


The young viking was somewhat surprised to see her so.. cheerful, social. Wasn't she the second Dead, isolated 
and all? It seemed not. That still didn't change the fact that she was a pathetic excuse for a badass. 


Oh, talking about that.. with Dead gone, she'd sure come to Bergen at least every second weekend to visit 


Fenriz. He thought so at least, since it looked like Fenriz was the second person she was the closest to. 


Anyway, when she'd be there, he'd have some time with her too. 


See you in a few weeks! 


Euronymous gave the band no free time that week. He wanted the tour to be perfect and that required lots 


of rehearsing. 


They'd meet at Dead's house in the morning, rehearse, take a short lunch break, rehearse again and only 


return home late at night. 

It was too much, they all thought after the first two days. Why all the pointless week when they already knew 
their every single song through and through? There was nothing to improve! He wouldn't understand, though. 
For him, they could still get better. 

So, having no choice, they all did the pointless hard work until Friday. Then, they agreed they wouldn't meet 
each other until the time of departure. That gave them the chance to say a proper ‘goodbye’ to their families 
and friends and pack their things. 

Dead had nobody aside of Kaikko, so he called her for another sleepover. 


The first night went well. They had fun as always. However, on Saturday, the vocalist seemed pretty down out 
of the blue. 


"What's the matter?", Kaikko questioned. 


They were sitting on the floor with their backs leaned against the small coffee table in front of the couch. 
After asking what was wrong, she hugged his arm and put her head on his shoulder. 


He shrugged, "I don't wanna leave tomorrow. 

"Why?" 

She hoped the answer would be ‘Because I'm gonna miss you', but her rational half knew it wouldn't. 

"Meh... y'know, 24/7 with Euronymous... and l'm gonna be pretty lonely, | guess.. the band sucks", he explained. 
Sometimes, the girl asked herself why he had joined Mayhem if he hated them so much. True, he didn’t really 
like anybody, but out of all people, he hated his band mates the most. So why join a band of people he couldn't 
stand? Or were they nicer to him when he joined them? Could be. 


The vocalist rested his head on hers and suddenly pleaded, "Come with us." 


She looked up at him, surprised by his request. 


lm not in the band", she tried to decline nicer. 

"So? You could do our corpse paints!", he insisted. 

Kaikko giggled briefly, "What, me?" 

"Yeah! You're good at making people look like they're rotting alive." 


They laughed and she let go of his arm to hit his chest continuously and accuse, "You're making fun of my 


makeup talent!" 
"What talent? You can't do makeup for shit!" 


Indignated, but still laughing, she pushed him to the ground and climbed on him to slap his face.0f course, he 
wasn't going to just stand there and take it. 


They ended up having some kind of wrestling match for a few minutes, which didn't have any winner. Dead got 


his cheeks red from all the slaps he had received and the girl's hair became a mess from all the pulling. 

He went back to sitting with his back against the coffee table, but she thought it would be more comfortable 
to sit between his legs and lean against his chest. So she did that. Her being a lot shorter, the Swede rested 
his chin on the top of her head. His hands didn't go around her, but remained hanging at his sides. 


"So, you gonna be our makeup artist?", he then demanded. 


"My ass", she retorted,"Euronymous would rather go onstage without any corpse paint than have me do it for 


him. 
He chuckled sadly, "Yeah, | know." 

After a while of silence, he came up with another idea, "But what about the setup and that shit?" 
It was her who chuckled sadly that time, "| don't know shit about wires." 


Dead moaned in frustration and disappointment, then wrapped his arms around her shoulders and tried to pull 


her even closer to him than that, but it didn't work. 
"Shit man, | don't know if I'm gonna go the whole tour without breaking down", he mused. 


Kaikko smiled at the ‘shit, man’. He only began saying that after they became close to each other. But she also 


rolled her eyes. Was it so hard to say "lll miss you"? 


"You'll be fine", she encouraged. 


They slept in each other's arms that night and the girl promised she'd walk him to the train station the 
following day. 


The next morning, right after they woke up, they had to hurry to the station She offered to help him carry 
his bag, but he decided he'd do that. Surprisingly, they walked there hand in hand. He still had that neutral 


expression, even in moments like that, but it was something. 


They eventually reached their destination and decided it would be better for them if Dead went to meet them 


alone, so the guitarist wouldn't have a fit. 


Before finally leaving, the vocalist grabbed her face with both hands and kissed her. It didn't last long, though, 


nor was it intense. 

Then, after letting go, he spoke, "I'll miss you, Kiddo." 

‘I'll miss you too", she responded, watching him hurry to the station 

When he was fully out of sight, she decided it was time to head home. She wouldn't see him until winter break 
Even though she had a whole lot of time to go get drunk with Torben, two planned weekends in Bergen and the 
chance to hang out with Ida like in the old days, she knew it wouldn't be the same without Dead there and that 
saddened her. 


She still smiled, remembering the words from a few minutes earlier: I'll miss you, Kiddo. 


Grinning triumphantly, the girl whispered, "Finally." 


This tour sucks. 


Dead sat silently next to the window, contemplating the landscape displayed outside, even though there wasn't 


anything but grass and mountains to admire. 


The first tour week was nearly over Mayhem had a few concerts in some small villages. They went fine, 
nothing special happened. Up next was a concert in Annenberg, at the radio station of a friend of 


Necrobutcher's. There was a campain against alcohol going on and they were invited to play. 


The other guys were being instructed by Euronymous on different matters regarding the tour. The vocalist 
didn't really care about what he had to say. He almost knew the before-the-concert-speech by heart: "So, our 
money for the month depends on this show.." then a few other unimportant things would follow and it would 
end in "Don't fuck up. Especially you, Dead." 


He wondered how quickly the time would pass until they'd be home again. Very quick, hopefully. 


It seemed like everybody except from him was excited for the tour. Necrobutcher and Hellhamer kept those 
optimistic smiles in spite of the guitarists endless talking. They were surely expecting lots of fun and good 
outcomes from the tour. Euronymous wanted the same, only he had a different way to express his wishes. 
And then there was the Swede, only wanting to returnn to Oslo already- to his home in the forest, to the 
days when he'd barely hear anything about his bandmates, to the hangouts where this Torben, who turned out 


to be a surprisingly nice guy, came along and to Kaikko. 


His mind wandered to the girl more often than he had expected. How was she doing? Where was she at while 

he was thinking of her? Was she having fun? Wait, what kind of question was that? Of course she was having 
fun! He could bet she'd gotten wasted with Torben at least three times that week and that at that moment, 

she was in the train station, waiting for her train to Bergen.. if she hadn't already left Oslo. He was told that 
the girl planned to stay two weekends at Fenriz’. 


There were times when Dead asked himself if Kaikko liked DarkThrone's drummer more than she liked him. He 
had much more in common woth her than him: the passion for moshing, the ‘need to party and get drunk, the 
weird sense of humor and that cheerfulness that never left. Besides, he was a much more pleasant presence 
than him. Who would choose some sick fuck over such an awesome guy? Exactly, no one. 

Kaikko never told him about any feelings towards Fenriz, but that didn't keep him from thinking, ‘what if... 

He was brought back to reality by his band mate Euronymous when they reached their destination 


"No, Wrath doesn't miss youl", he spat, "Now stop fucking daydreaming and move your disturbed ass. We have 


a concert to play!" 


"| wasn't fucking daydreaming., the Swede shot back. 


Their first stop was the hotel they'd spend the night in, so they could leave their things in their room. 


Afterwards, they headed to the concert place for one last rehearsal before the live show. 

It was all set up like a children's party, with no alcohol. The Mayhem boys were clearly not happy with that, 
but oh, the things people do for money. Dead couldn't care less about the drinks, though. He wasn't so fond of 
alcohol. All he wanted was to play the dn show and move on with the tour. 

But of course, Euronymous had to go to the nearest shop and get some booze to sneak in. At first, 
Necrobutcher and Hellhammer refused to drink. The Swede wasn't even asked if he wanted some, as the 
guitarist would rather die than give him something. 

"Aw, come on, guysl", he insisted, "Do you really think you can go the entire night with what? With water?" 
"We fucking agreed we won't drink", the bassist countered. 


"And since when is Mayhem a band of good momma's boys? You disappoint me! All of you!" 


So, all except Dead ended up getting drunk. And there went the show. The party turned into one that was for 
drinking, not against it. That angered the people who invited them to play enoug for the band not to get paid. 


Guess who was blamed for the failure: the vocalist. 

"Youre the reason we fucking lost all the money for the show!" Euronymous yelled, "You sucked tonight!" 
"Me?", the blonde shot back, angry, "I was fucking sober, while you almost fell off the fucking stage!" 
"Even so, | played my parts way better than you ever will, faggot!" 


Nobody defended Dead. The others were fearing for their place in the band. They could get fired for getting on 


the guitarist's nerves. 


The following day was spent on the road to their next destination. The vocalist was left alone again, while the 


others were discussing band business. 
Dead could really use a hug and some comforting at that moment. He really wanted to call Kaikko and tell her 
how awful the whole thing was for him. It wasn't certain that he would make it back home without killing 


himself during a breakdown. 


Wrath, where the fuck are you when | need you, he asked himself. 


Fail. 


While Dead was counting the days until the tour would be over, Kaikko wasn't having the time of her life 
either. 


She and Ida kept deciding to go out together, but something always had to ruin the plan The first few 
hangouts with Torben were ok, but they got drunk so often it started to get boring. Every day was pretty 
much the same: school in the morning, go to Helvete with Torben, because he was in charge of keeping it clean, 
together with Ida, have a coffe with the other girl, then go with her friend in some cheap bar, which only had 
the two of them as clients, and drink until they had to go to school again or until they ran out of money. On 
Saturdays, they'd drink in Helvete, so that they had a place to sleep. 


Neither did the first weekend in Bergen work out as well as she expected. The most interesting thing that 
happened there was another fight with Varg and the meeting with Nocturno Culto, Fenriz! bandmate. 


Speaking about Fenriz, he had become pretty distant to her recently. He hadn't come to Oslo to visit her and 
Torben eversince Mayhem's tour announcement. Neither did he look so happy about seeing her when she came 


to Bergen. 


His excuse was that he'd been having a tough week: much stress from the job and problems wothin his family. 


Also, he said the following one would be the same. 

So, they both decided to move the next one from the following week to two weeks later. Kaikko suggested 
completely cancelling it, in case things would not settle down for him, but he said he really wanted to see her 
again and asked her to come the other week, because after having so many bad days, hr needed some time to 


calm down and his friends in Bergen weren't helpful at all. 


So, two weeks later, the girl was sitting in the train to Bergen again, thinking if canceling the plan would have 
been better. She really didn't feel like spending another weekend with a completely-tired-of-life Fenriz. 


As the sky went dark, the train arrived in Bergen. The young boy was standing there, waiting for Kaikko. He 
smiled when they hugged ‘hello’, but it looked forced. Seemed like the ‘rough week’ hadn't finished. 


Silently, they walked to his home. 
"Have you had dinner?", the drummer wanted to know as they entered the house. 
She shook her head for ‘no' and refused, "Ain't hungry." 


He didn't sound like he was interested if his friend was hungry anyway. Even if she'd said she was, he'd have 


told her to take whatever she wanted from the fridge. 


"Whatever." 

Later, they found themselves standing at the balcony of the boy's room. He wanted to smoke. 
Kaikko observed he started to smoke very much lately. 

He always offered her a drag, but she turned it down every time 

"Im surprised you don't smoke", he mused, ‘How come?" 

"Used to. Quit. Hate it now", the girl responded 


Fenriz nodded, but he didn't really believe her. He had the feeling she only refused to smoke with him because 
it was with him. Had it been Dead the one to offer her some, she'd have smoked anything! 


"Yeah, sure you don't smoke anymore.’, he mumbled, turning his head to the other side, but not loud and clear 


enough for her to understand. 

"What?" 

"Nothing." 

Great, fed up with life just like he had been last time. 

While he continued smoking, she stared down at the emty street, waiting for him to start a conversation. Hah, 
nice one. The only thing he was focused on was his half-finished cigarrette. If she didn't want to spend the 
whole weekend not changing a word with him, she had to be the one talking first after all 

"So..", she mused, "How come you suddenly smoke so much?" 

"Stress." he stated bluntly. 

That excuse was starting to get annoying. 

"Why?", she insisted. 

"Complicated." 


"And what would that complicated shit be?" 


That is so important to ya that you don't wanna do anything than rot on this fucking balcony and smoke, Kaikko 
wanted to continue, but those words didn't go out of her mouth. 


"Nothing special", he said. 


"Aw come the fuck onl", the girl complained, “This shit has been stressing you put for 3 fucking weeks and you 


really expect me to believe it's nothing special?" 


Fenriz was becoming pretty unconfortable. Feelings weren't something he had easy to talk about. Neither were 


the reasons behind them. 
Uhm. it's better for you not to know", he stuttered 

Turning her back to him to make it more dramatic, she accused, "| thought we were closer than this" 
He sighed in frustration. Her plan of forcing things out of his mouth worked just fine. 

"L", he was stuttering again, "Uhm." 


The other pair of eyes, that looked like they knew all his sins, staring at him contently put even more pressure 


on him. 


Shutting his eyes and taking one deep breath, he blurted out, "I fucking fell for you, kay? And it fucking 


frustrates me that you're with Dead and | never had my chance to take on yal" 


That was the last thing the girl thought of expecting. She imagined it was something serious, like loosing a 
family member or not havimg much time left to spend with somebody until that person died. 


"But I'm not with Dead", she assured. 

"But you fucking like him, | saw it", the boy whined. 

"And this is what kept you depressed for so long?" 

"No, not three weeks in a row, anytime | thought about it" 


His gaze went to the floor, he was disappointed. On the other hand, Kaikko didn't know if it were better to laugh 
or try to comfort him. He was so stupid that she pitied him. 


"But don't you think it'd be a better idea to actually try than to imagine sad shit and get depressed?", she 


inquired rethorically. 


Very funny, Wrath, Fenriz thought. Of course he thought of taking a chance on her, but he couldn't simply 
jump on her, supposing she had a boyfriend! But, as she said he should try first, then that was what he had 
to do. 


He took her by the shoulders and slowly brought his face to hers, still unsure if it was worth giving a shot. 
What if he failed? Their friendship wouldn't be the same, right? 


They kissed. While he was putting a great deal of emotion in the kiss, the girl simply standing there, moving 
her lips along with his. He realised she didn't return the feelings, but decided not to give up just yet. If Varg 
taught him one thing since they'd become friends, he taught him to fight for his wishes. 

The drummer moved his lips to her neck and began to kiss on it, only to prepare the flesh for a strong bite. 


She felt her eyes instantly feel with water. Did he let out his entire stress in that bite?! 


As the pain was too much, she pushed him off, nearly screaming, "The fuck man, you're biting my fucking 


flesh off!" 


There was some blood on his lips and teeth. Freaking out, the girl moved her hand to the spot that had just 
been bitten to feel tooth prints craved rather deep in her skin and blood. Her face instantly turned freaked out. 


Fenriz saw he shouldn't have done that. 

"Sorry..", he mumbled. 

"just don't do that again", she demanded, her face looking pretty apologetical. 

The drummer started to feel a hint of anger in him. Good that she was head over heels in love with somebody 
known all over Norway for mutilation, but when he bit her, then she looked at him like he was some serial 
killer. Had dead slit her throat and fucked the wound, she wouldn't have complained one bit! 


Putting his hands on his face, he mumbled, "Well, sorry that | ain't a suicidal jackoff” 


The drummer moved his hands away to see two hatereed-filled, grey eyes, so he didn't expect a slap coming 


across his mouth. He could taste his own blood. 


"Talk about Dead like that once again and you'll be laughing with youtr teeth in your fucking hands.", she hissed. 


Bad luck happens. 


Author's Notes: 
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Cc 


It was the last concert of the tour! After the gig in Izmir, Turkey, they were going to head home. That's what 
made Dead happier than the fact that all their shows after the one in Annenberg went well. 


The one in Leipzig, for example, was legendar! Every single person was really into the music and knew who the 
hell they had come to see! All of them put up that creepy, grim attitude that only added to the already great 


atmosphere of the concert. There's no need to mention that they were paid very well for it. 


Of course, Euronymous was the one forcing the rest to think that it went so well thanks to him, even though 
the crowd was only screaming for Dead. Oh well, whatever. The vocalist was still very pleased with the 


outcome of most shows, just as the rest of the band. 


Necrobutcher was the one to take care of him all the time. He always made sure his friends wouldn't hurt 
himself more than needed during any of the gigs. Well, it would have been much better if he hadn't hurt 
himself at all, but it was wether him willing to slice his arms open or Euronymous forced him to do it ‘for the 


show’. 

The bassist was pretty angry at his band mate for always being a pain for the vocalist. He kept forcing him to 
cut and when he realised that wasn't working, because Necrobutcher would assault him with yells and curses, 
he started picking on him much more often so the Swede would do that on his own will. 

He was started to be seen as a friend by the vocalist, that was another thing he achieved. He'd ask Dead 
pretty often about how he was feeling, if his wounds were still hurting and so on and lately, he was receiving 


honest answers. That made him happy. 


At the moment, Mayhem was in the train again, on the way to Izmir. The succes had already gotten to 


Euronymous, as he was all relaxed and sure that they were going to be amazing once again. 
But not facing any trouble would be too nice to be true. 


Suddenly, the vocalist started to have nosebleeds that simply wouldn't stop. While the bassist and the 


drummer got worried and tried help their friend, Euronymous was afraid that they'd have to cancel the show. 


"Well, if he doesn't get better, | think we're gonna have to", Hellhamer suggested. 


"No fucking way", the guitarist barked, "We came all thre way here for the fucking gig, we can't just tell them 


we can't play anymore!" 
"But what about Dead?" 


"He's just fine. Don't forget that he has a fucking passion for blood | don't see why all of yoy started panicking 


over him." 


Even though the vocalist was angry, he remained silent. Maybe he had a passion for blood, but sick was sick! 
Just because he enjoyed seeing the red fluid drip, it didn't mean that he could just get over it and play a show. 


Luckily for him, the nosebleeds stopped a while later and he was perfectly able to play a concert again. 
Otherwise, Euronymous would have gotten so mad that he'd have probably thought of kicking the poor Swede 


out of his own house. 
One more show left. Only one. Then, the band could go home. Finally! 
In two day's time, that meant around Saturday morning or at noon, they'd be in their homes in Oslo. 


Dead couldn't wait to return to his small cabin in the woods. He was sick and tired of changing hotels after a 
few days, of meeting lots of filthy people, especially groupies or gold diggers and of his band mates. All he 
wanted was to finally go back to his home and friends. 


Surprisingly, he was fed up with mutilating himself too. His arms had been hurting like hell the past few days. 
They felt like the flesh was falling off. Maybe it was really going to, if he kept slicing himself like that. 


However, the guitarist wouldn't take ‘no' for an answer. If he wa ted Dead to cut, then Dead cut. 


As usual, after putting their things in their hotel room, the band headed to the pub where their concert was 


going to take place. They always went there much earlier, so the frontmen could put their corpse paints on. 


Meanwhile, Necrobutcher and Hellhammer were setting up the instruments and checking the sound The two 
were getting more and more suspicious about the fact that the turks had been informed about what was in 


store for them that night. That pub looked nothing like a place for metal shows. 


When the first spectators came in, their question was answered: those people had no idea what they came for. 
That was what they thought, at least. Being so used to people only dressed in black with lots of chains and 
spikes, girls and boys with very long hair and whatnot, observing fans dressed like normal people gave them 


the feeling they weren't there for the show. 


The band didn't start playing until the pub was full. At some point, they thought they had to let it be, because 


people started leaving as soon as they stopped coming as many at once. 


The show did begin after all, because they realised the pub was never going to be actually full. People came 
and left the whole time. 


Mayhem was impressed to see the Turks liking them just as much as the fans from other countries. Those 
people enjoyed the music of the band with as much passion and the members started feeling sorry for judging 
them. 

After they played a few songs, the power was suddenly cut off. 


A few children were playing outside of the pub and messed with the electricity, not knowing what they were 
doing. 


"Fuck youl", the entire Mayhem roared multiple times, followed by a row of curses in Norwegian 
They thought somebody did it on purpose, because he or she didn't like their muzic. 


A few minutes later, there was nobody left in the pub, aside of them and the fuming owner. The poor man had 
to face lots of curses and yells for what had just happened. 


"You lying piece of shit!", Euronymous barked, "This is the show you promised us?! This?! Do you even know 
who the fuck we are? You called us all the way here to cut us off halfway through? Who the fuck do ypu 


think you are?!" 


Blinded by the fit they were throwing, they stormed off without waiting to receive the promised sum for 
playing. Of course, they didn't blame themselves for forgetting that. 


Euronymous was enraged, indignated, disappointed, all at the same time. However, it wasn't the bastard that he 


let his fury pour on No, it was Dead. 

"You son of a bitch can't do anything right, the guitarist screamed 

"Me? Every other concert went awesome because of my pigheads and cutting!", Dead shot back 
"Oh, so now you're blaming the fans for your fuckup?" 

"Which fans, you stupid shit? They had no fucking idea what they came for tonight!" 


"They paid the ticket for the show, so they are supposed to be our fans. Sadly, we won't see any of that 


money, since the turkish bitch refuses to pay us because of you!" 


Necrobutcher's attention had been directed to their hands for a while. He noticed their fists start to clench. 
There was soon going to be a fight if he didn't do anything to stop them. 


Grabbing Euronymous by the shoulders, he violently threw him away from the Swede. 

"What the fuck are you doing?", the guitarist shouted. 

"Leave Dead the fuck alone!’, the bassist responded, the volume of his voice being as high as his counterparts, 
Is not only his fault that we fucked up tonight. We were all onstage playing and you were fucking encouraging 
him to do what he's doing, because you fucking like how his insanity gets you more fans! Now stop being a 


fucking brat and accept that you were a part of this failure as welll" 


The shorter brunette wasa on the verge of losing his mind because of the wrath he was going through at the 
moment. How did the blond rat manage to turn his own band mates against him?! How dare he?! 


"Fine then", he hissed, hate pouring from his mouth. 


His lips were still trembling in anger. 


Home sweet home! 


It was over! The tour was finally done! 


They were sitting in the train, on their way back to Oslo. By the time the next morning's sun would be rising, 


they'd have arrived at their destination. 


The circle would be waiting for them there. Euronymous took care of that. Mayhem was going to be welcomed 
home like heroes, which was ab absolutely normal thing to do, since they were the first black metal band ever 


to have gone on tour. 


The bassist's mind flew to his girlfriend. It pained him that he hadn't been able to contact her while he was 


gone. 


She was going to be waiting for him with the rest of the blackers, which he didn't really like, knowing his 
guitarists closest friends. But still, he was bound to finally be in her arms again in just a few hours. 


Hellhammer had no special someone to meet, but he was still excited about reuniting with his commerades 


from the circle and outside of it. 


Euronymous still didn't get over his frustrations. He felt like the memory of his bassist standing up for the 


Swede was eating his heart. 


The man would never admit it, but seeing his most trusted band mate turn against him hurt. Jørn had been 
by him since the very beginning of Mayhem, when they were only stupid teens, bragging to the whole world 
about how they'll be the evilest of the evilest, without having any lyrics put to paper. Now that the suicidal 
bastard joined the band, their friendship seemed to have faded away. 


But he also had someone special waiting for him the following day- the beautiful Ida At first, he only wanted 
to see her again so she'd get him laid. Oh, how talented that girl was at such things! However, after all the 
stress, he could use some comforting in less sexual ways as well. 


And then there was Dead, the most excited about going home out of all. He couldn't wait to go back to his 
three buddies and tell them how amazing he had done onstage. 


There was no doubt that, out of the three, he was the happiest about seeing the strange, pierced and tatted 
dwarf whom he liked to call his best friend. 


While he had been away, the insecurity got to him. What if she wasn't excited about seeing him again? What if 
she found better friends, now that she had all the time in the world to go out and socialize? What if she got 
together with Fenriz? Wait, why was he scared that she may have gotten with him? He was supposed to be 
happy for her in that case. 


But he knew too damn well he wouldn't be. That meant they couldn't do couple things anymore and he liked the 


cuddles and kisses combined with all the mocks and jokes. It made him feel human, like he belonged in this world. 


The Swede tried to comfort himself, saying that he was overthinking things. He recalled them cuddling and her 
telling him that he was her best friend and that she wouldn't change him for any of the commerades of the 


circle. That calmed him down. 


The next morning, members of The Black Circle from the entire Norway gathered to the Oslo train station to 
see the pioneers returning from the first black metal tour that had ever taken place since black metal was 
invented. Everybody was waiting for them full of enthusiasm: Maniac, Manheim, Attila, the Old Funeral boys, 
Nocturno Culto, Metalion, Varg, Fenriz, the rest of the black metal artists and, of course, Necrobutcher's 


girlfriend, Ida and Kaikko. 


The little girl had been counting the hours until she'd see Dead again since the beginning of the week. After 
getting so used to being with him 24/7, the whole month felt like something was missing. The rest of the 
buddies didn't really help, especially not Fenriz and especially not after that night. 


The two hadn't talked at all eversince that incident. Fenriz kept calling her, but it was fruitless. Neither he, nor 
Kaikko could ask Torben for defense, as the chocolate-haired boy stated sternly that he was not intending to 
break the friendship with anyone of them only because of some stupid fight. 


It was pretty awkward for them to stand in the same place and act like nothing happened, so the rest wouldn't 
be suspicious. Little did they know that Varg had been keeping an eye on then eversince he arrived at the 


station. In fact, he had been observing their behaviour eversince the smaller one last visited Bergen. 


It was interesting how they became so distant to eachother all of a sudden Varg knew about his friend's 
crush on Wrath and was ready to accept her if that's what made him happy. Although, he was somewhat 
relieved that things didn't work out between them. Still, if the whore dared to hurt the drummer, then he'd 


make sure she was going to pay for it! 
He had always hated her attitude, but had to admit she could have made a decent one night stand. 


Then, seeing how it went between her and his friend, he realised he'd only end up getting more or less hurt if 
he wanted to be around her. That was in store for Dead too. Sooner or later, the sicko was going to kill himself 
because of her or something. Not that he cared much for the Swede, but an important person for him had 
fallen into the trap too. 


"Hey, Carrot!", the young viking called after making his way to her. 


She wanted to ignore him, but he forcefully grabbed her by her arm and pulled her some meters away from 


the others. His typical teasing smirk was missing, so it had to be something serious. 


"What happened between you and Fenriz?", he inquired demanding, not letting go of the girl's arm. 
"None of your business.", Kaikko mumbled. 
"Don't you fucking give me the Wrath attitude now! Fucking answer!", he ordered, raising his tone slightly. 


That guy was the last person she was willing to talk to about such things. A simple warning wouldn't open her 


mouth. 


"m Dead serious", he insisted, "Maybe you haven't seen it yet, but that guy is the closest to me in the whole 
fucking world, closer than Euronymous. And if you fuck with him, you fuck woth me. And you'd better not let 
him tell me what happened!" 


Her behaviour showed no signs of changing, even after the warring. 
Indifferently raising an eyebrow, she questioned, "Or else?" 
His mouth was closed, but his teeth were obviously gritting. 


Fenriz figured one of them was bound to get a smashed face, observing the tension between the two rise, and 


decided to intervene before things could go wrong. 


Gripping his fellow's shoulder tightly and pulling him away, he lectured, "This is none of your business. Let her 
be." 


The viking sent his ‘enemy’ the last threatening glare and walked away. 


Meanwhile, Mayhem had just woken up. There were just a few more kilometers to go and they'd finally be 


home! Of course, the tour couldn't end without Euronymous complaining about his swedish band mate. 


"l expected more of you, Dead", he confessed, "Wasn't music your passion? It didn't look like it.. You know, 
sometimes | think you don't even care about the band anymore, now do you? If you do, then you'd better 


fucking improve your perfornance or you won't be seeing the second tour with us!" 


If looks could kill, the guitarist would have surely died in the most painful way known by humans. Dead felt that 
he was close to a break-down. Wether he'd throw a fit or only cry, that didn't matter. He only hope it wouldn't 
be in front of his band. 


The Swede thought he hadn't felt more relieved in his whole life than when he finally exited the train. Among 
all of those blackers cheering for them, he immediately recognized the 3 faces that wanted to welcome him 
home. Oh wait, it was only 2 of them. Fenroz was standing with the Bergen boys and he looked like he wasn't 
happy about being there. 


Whatever. He wasn't the one he wanted to see the most, but the other two. Torben was the first to be 


recognized, since the dwarf decided to change a bit: the monochrome hair became blood-red meanwhile. 


The two were standing only a few steps away from him, with eyes full of happiness and grinning from an ear 
to another. With the same excited grin, he walked towards them. He didn't even care that it was not like him to 


do so. That was the moment he awaited eversince Oslo was out of sight. 


Now what? 


He managed to calm down and sleep in the end. The central heating still didn't work, so they had to return to 


the good old unconventional beds in front of the chimney. 

The next morning's sun rays peeking through window woke them both up. Dead rolled to the side to face Kaikko 
and discovered the wound on her neck. Better said, the violent hickey. The vocalist wasn't sure if it was 
jealousy what he felt when he spotted it, but he definitley wasn't happy. 

"So you have a boyfriend now, eh?", he questioned. 

Kaikko needed no time to find out that it was the bite mark that made him assume such a thing. 

"Got it in a fight”, she answered. 

The vocalist looked at her in disbelief. 

"Do you really think I'm too dumb to know that's a bite mark?", he accused. 

"No, really, | got the bite mark in a fight", the girl insisted. 

His look turned into a surprised one, "How the fuck?" 

She wasn't sure if telling him exactly what happened with Fenriz was good, but she couldn't lie and, to her 
dismay, there was no way of sugarcoating the story, so she decided to go for the short version: "Fenriz was 
down ‘cause | don't like him back, | told him he doesn't know that ‘cause he never really took the chance. He 
tried to make a sexy moment and failed, then he got all mad ‘cause | like you more and | was like, ‘fuck you 


then." 


He smiled, being assured that he was more likely to end up in a relationship with her than Fenriz. Still, there 


was something to complain about. 

"You never let me do that to ya", he whined. 

"You never asked" 

An evil smirk made its way to the Swede's face, letting Kaikko understand where this was going. 
"Y'know, two can play this game", she warned. 


Later, both of them had numerous hickeys on their necks and shoulders. It was going to be pretty awkward to 
take off their scarves and let the others see what happened to their skin. 


Sometimes, Kaikko wondered if her friend ever thought about ‘doing it. They had often been in contexts that 
could have led to that: sleeping together, staying around eachother not fully dressed and now this. Was it 
really no bother to him that he had a shirtless girl walking about in his home, french kissing him and whatnot? 


That question was answered on the night of the 25th. Nobody wanted to go out that day. Even the black circle 
wanted to spend Christmas with their families. Torben, for example, left for his parents in Nittedal at the 
beginning of the week. 


So Dead and Kaikko were left all alone and bored to death. Going out was no option, as it was a freezing hell and 


the only source of indoors fun, the TV, was so full of Christmas specials it was annoying. 


The day passed by painfully slowly. All they did was lie in the girl's living room like they were going through 
the roughest hangover and eat the failed attempts of cookies they baked. But suddenly, the girl had an idea. 


"Hey, close your eyes!", she demanded, 


Not really interested in the reason, the young man obeyed. He was lying on his back, shirtless, because her 
home was warm enough for that, with his eyes closed, awaiting the surprise his buddy had prepared for him. 


Meanwhile, she slowly and carefully opened the window, grabbed a fistful of snow from the pane, closed it back 
and headed to her companion, hoping he didn't notice the window had been open. He didn't. 


Not even bending down, she threw all the snow on his body, making him jump and yelp in surprise. Snow fell 


from his body and hit the floor, wetting the carpet. 
"Fuck youl", he laughed, tackling the smaller person to the ground. 


They started a wrestling match. Kaikko didn't need much to switch positions with him. She wanted to slap him 
jokingly, but he caught her both hands and breaking free was a struggle. 


While trying to break free, she started to move her entire body without being aware of that, which was a 
mistake, because she was sitting on that area of Dead's body where she shouldn't. Soon enough, she felt 
something new beneath her. The vocalist's face instantly turned red with embarassment and Kaikko took the 
chance to make fun of him. 


"Did it just..2", she giggled, teasing him. 


"Did you really have to say that?", the Swede responded, trying to avoid the eye contact, but that was pretty 
much impossible with her being on top of him. 


The giggle was slowly turning into laughter, "Didn't know you panick so much about getting a hard-on" 


Dead had it more and more embarassing to go on with that conversation His face was the darkest shade of 
red possible at that point. His friend's amused look was taunting him and he couldn't look downwards so he 
wouldn't be facing her, because that view was much worse. 


"| don't fucking panick..", he stuttered 


"You ain't panicking my ass!", the girl laughed and brought her face closer to his, "But you're so fucking 
adorable when you shy away!" 


During that period of time, she was squeezing his cheeks and, at when she was done talking, she kissed him. 
The vocalist immediately returned it. In no time, they were tongue-kissing each other roughly while flipping 
each other over on the floor, hands pulling on each other's hair, then exploring the other person's body. 


The bulge in Dead's pants was getting more and more uncomfortable and his breath was getting heavier. 


As they finally pulled away for air, he dared to ask, "So are you gonna fix it or not?" 


Let's get intimate. 
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Kaikko didn't have the time to accept or decline the request, because the vocalist picked her up and headed to 
the bedroom right away. He only let her down again when the door was closed behind him and the hall light had 


no more possibility to enter the room. 


The evening got there meanwhile and the room was quite dark. Dead wanted to turn the lights on, but his 
friend didn't let him. 


"Is it ok for you not to see everything so clearly, please?", she demanded. 
He didn't complain. 


Pinning her to the wall between the windows, he began to kiss on her, starting with a passionate smooch on 
the lips, then moved to the left, to the jawline, tracing his lips along it, then to her neck, where he started to 
bite. 


At the time he reached its crook, the Swede started fumbling with the hem of her t-shirt and only moved his 
lips from her body to take it off. The girl was a little bit afraid of what was to come next, although it wasn't 
the first time he went that far with her (as in taking off her shirt and kissing her neck), but it was the 
anticipation that made her panick. Dead felt that, but didn't understand what was so wrong. So far, nothing was 
new. However, he wanted to go all the way tonight. There was something telling him that the two were close 


enough for that. 

So, he bent down even more to kiss below her bra down to her stomach. 

What was worse- the feeling or the image of it? Regardless, she was going to freak out sooner or later. 

The young man wasn't that comfortable in that position either, as she was reaching somewhere between his 
elbow and his shoulder, but one can't have everything, right? As a solution, he raised her up again and laid her 
on her back on the bed, then laid himself on her, resuming the job. When he was bored of biting at the flesh 
of her belly, he tried to snake his arms around her back to unhook her bra, but Kaikko removed his hands. 


"Uhm... Isn't it my turn to..?", she inquired, looking downwards, embarrased. Her face was as red as her hair. 


"As you wish." 

The vocalist switched places with her to let her do what she wanted. His shirt came off without trouble and 
then the girl went on to the kissing part. She was shy, her lips were barely touching him, which tickled him, 
and the bites felt like soft pinches. But he found that weirdly arousing. 

"Mhh", he moaned, "Ahhh..." 

Slowly losing patience, Dead sat up to embrace her and proceeded to take her bra off. When she felt her chest 
left completely bare, Kaikko took her crimson mane to cover it. The gesture frustrated her friend, as he 
wanted to see her. He tried to move her hair away, but she wouldn't let him. The swede then leaned his 
forehead against hers. 

"C'mon, I'm not gonna stare.", he begged, but she still shook her head for ‘no’. 


A whine followed: "But | thought you trust me.." 


Dead sent her those puppy eyes he knew the little one couldn't resist. Hell, he knew how to get what he 
wanted. 


Rolling her eyes, she accepted, "You motherfucking jackoff" 


Grinning thankfully, he kissed her. While she had her hands around his neck, scratching on his shoulders, he 
took the oportunity to squeeze her breasts. 


His pants felt tighter and more uncomfortable as the foreplay was advancing and he let his friend know that 
by the sounds he was making, which were getting more needy. On the other hand, Kaikko was too ashamed to 


moan, so she just let out heavier breaths. 


At some point, the young Swede couldn't go on like that anymore. He needed her there and then and she 
wanted him just as bad, but wouldn't confess it. 


Determined, he gripped the edge of her jeans and underwear and was about to pull them down at the same 


time, but he couldn't miss the chance of making fun of her for prefering boxers. 
"Should | expect a dick and a pair of balls?", he questioned, holding the laughter back 


That was the most inapropriate question to ask somebody during such an act of hot affection, but two could 
play that game. 


"Sure", Kaikko shot back, "Prepare your ass!" 


Pretending to be scared, Dead went back to undressing the last pieces of clothing she had on. When they were 


off, he asked: "So, uhm.. before we actually do it.. do you want a handjob or tongue-job. or something?" 
Heat came back to the girl's face instantly she hid her head in her hands, shaking it vigurously. 

"Could you not?! That's gross!" 

"Ok, ok, as you wish." 

So he gently put her down on her back and was finally going to do what he had been waiting for all evening, 


The beginning had to be the worst of it all. He was making his way in when he noticed Kaikko's eyes getting 


watery. 

Shit, he scolded himself mentally. 

"You ok?" 

"I kinda feel like you're impaling me, but yeah", she answered. 

Although the answer was supposed to make him laugh, the frontman pitied her for going through the pain. He 

hugged her as tight as he could and kissed her forehead, which was a hard thing to do, considering how small 

she was. 

Fortunately, the shortie eventually adjusted and the Swede could move the way he pleased. Soon, the room was 
filled with moans, groans, mewls and whatnot, this time coming from both of them, and with the specific smell. 


But none of them could care less about that. They felt very good and that was all that mattered. 


Their intense moment together lasted until both of them finished and Dead dropped his load on her belly. 
Afterwards, he rolled on his back and waited to be joined, but the girl was trying to get out of the bed. 


"Where ya going?", he asked. 
"To the bathroom, to wash this shit away." 


Too bad her friend refused to let her do that. He strongly grabbed an arm of hers and pulled her next to him, 


then wrapped his arms around her. 
"Can wait ‘til Tomorrow." 
"But its nasty!", she complained, returning the gesture. 


"Well, merry Christmas, Kiddo!" 


"You're such a disgusting fucker, | swear!" 


"Shut the fuck up and sleep already." 


